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DEDICATION 

TO ▲ LADY 09 HIGH IfBTAPHTSIGAL JLTTAIlfMBirrS, 

JHotramtf 

As it hath been customary with writers to dedicate 
their works to patrons whose position in the republic 
of letters would seem to entitle them to the honour of 
protectorship : so I have yielded to habit on this occasion; 
and though 1 have no pretentions to wear the laurel 
crown of the poet founded on the possession either 
of poetic feeling or romantic sentiment , yet the 
early habits of education having made prosody a 
favourite study, while certain cerebral devellopements 
fisivoured the conception of the beau ideal , I acquired 
the habit of turning every thing in to verse , more 
perhaps for the sake of the rythm than the sense; and 
thus a volume has at length been completed, almost 
without my knowing how; which has acquired bulk 
enough to deserve a dedication. 

Sic canibus caiulos similes , sic mairibus hcedos 
Noranty sic parvis eomponere magna soiebam. 

Thus, under an idea that my wild effusions of momen- 
tary fancy might be worthy of your notice ; although 
they do not pretend to the merit of those of the great 
masters whose works were the subject of infantine 
study, I have neverthless ventured to soUicite your 
protection ; in the hope that they may derive conse- 
quence by association with yourself, at some distant 
period of time, when the diffidence that belongs to 
real merit, on your part, shall be overcome by your kind 
permission to dedicate a new edition to you by name. 

I cannot say , Madam , that I ever participated in 
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the wish of Horace and of some other poets, to acquite 
postbumoDs &me : it is no consolation to me to believe that 

Multaque pars met vitabit Libitinam. 

Indeed , I never could understand that sentiment 
unless, at least, it were pretended that we should 
know , in a future stale , that the works which we had 
left behind us in the present would insure a name which 

CantanUs sublime ferent ad sidera cygni. 

When the Roman lustist , exulted in his monu- 
mentum cere perennius and , when Ovid said , perhaps 
faceciously — 

Jamque opus exegi quod nee Jovis ira nee imbres 
Nee potent ferrum nee edax abolere vetustas , 

One can hardly persuade one self that these writers did 
not possess some belief in the doctrine, not altogether fo- 
reign to the antients , that all our merits here y became , 
as it were , heir looms to some estate intailed hereafter. 
Otherwise the wish alluded to is inexplicable. Milton, 
with the advantage of Christian doctrine, admirably 
expresses this sentiment as properly belonging to a 
consciousness of future retributive justice. 

Alas! what boots it with incessant care 

To tend the homely slighted Shepherds trade, 

jind strictly meditate the thankless Muse? 

fVere it not better done ^ as others use. 

To sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Neaera^« hair? 

Fame is the spur that the clear spirit doth rmise 

(That last infirmity of noble mind) 

To scorn delights, and lire laborious days, 

But the fair Guerdon when we hope to find, 
And think to burst out into sudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred shears, 

And slits the thinspun life. — But not the praise. 
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Phffibus reply'd and touched my trembling ears : 

Fame ia no plant that grows on mortal soil. 

Nor in the glinstering foil 

Set off to th* world, nor in broad rumour lies; 

But lives and spreads aloft by those pure eyes 

j^nd perfect witness of alljudging Jove: 

j4s he pronounces lastly on each deed. 

Of so much fame in Heav'n expect thy meed. 

Be this as it may , with respect to reward in Heaven , 
I feel no such desire to be applauded on Earth when 
dead; and consequently I am indifferent to the pa- 
tronage of those whose names might carry my own 
down to posterity with them. But I confess I am not 
indifferent to obtain, while living, your distinguis- 
ling approbation, capable as it is of giving even — 

To airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name. 

With these nugae I take my farewell of literature 
of which I am tired. No person better than yourself 
can understand the disgust which follows fruitless re- 
search in the attempted solution of questions at once the 
most interesting and the most difficult. From meta- 
physicks, which occupied my time in early life, I 
proceeded to cultivate the physicalsciences , though with 
too little practical advantage. My life has been one 
of almost perpetual labour , in so much that I often 
felt like une chandelle dpuisSe. It was during a slowly 
progressive convalescence , after an illness brought on 
by hard work and nocturnal vigilance , while making 
a series of interessing experiments , that , as a relief to 
ennui , I took to writing songs. And if you will deign 
to place the lay of my Muse, under your patronage, 
as the music of the expiring swan ; and , putting the 
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work or your shelf, will be pleased to regard me as 
the 

Dignior argutos int9rstrepere anter ohres; 

I shall be ftuUy rewarded for the time lost in 
committing to paper a number of odes, songs and 
descriptive verses , which, though particular circumstan- 
ces in the history of my life suggested them^ were all 
nevertheless composed rather for the purpose of in- 
ilulging a natural fondness for metrical numbers than 
for the sentiments which they convey. When you 
told me , during our last interview , that you had read 
and commented on my verses , I felt for the first time that 
I had ever written any : for agreeing with Martial 
that 

Non ioribii cujus cartnina nemo legit, — 

And not being aware that my rhymes jingled agreably 
in any body's ears but my own , I did not before 
regard my self as a writer. You may judge therefore 
of the pleasure I must have felt on discovering that 
a person with whom I should be proud to say I was 
sensible of sympathies, arising from similarity of opinions, 
and of whose talents I think so highly , had been the 
first to give to the Philosophia Musarum the character 
of a work^ by assuring its author that it had been 
perused. Allow me therefore to hope, since your 
predominant characteristic is benevolence, that you 
will not take amiss this mark of my approbation, 
flattering as it is , not to your self so much as to me , 
who ought to felicitate my self on having enjoyed a 
distinguished acquaintance so capable as you are of 
adding a new charm to every study ; derived from the 
conformity which I sometimes flatter my self I have 
found in our thoughts , a discovery culcalated to raise 
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mine ia my own estimation, by the assurance of a 
sympathy at once the most flattering and yaluable that 
I faa?e ever been conscious of , in the person of a Lady 
who posseses 

Jn nobil sangue vita hutnil e quieta y 
In 9ummo intelhtto un puro core ^ 

Frutto aenil in sul giovenil fiore , 
Ed in (upetio pensoso anitna lieta, 

I ken not what has roused a sense of the sublime 
and beautiful in my mind , after many years of dry ma- 
thematicks and the study of mechanical philosophy, except 
it be your presence which affords such a charming 
picture of both , much less can I account for the revival 
of a disposition to versify; unless it be that your accents 
afiFbrding at once a lively consciousness of the harmonies 
of Nature and the Graces and a vivid perception of thd 
intimate union of music and poetry , has awakened the 
dormant Sisters from their Parnassian slumbers. 

I do not affect to remember that the fabled doves of 
Apulia ever covered me when achild with the leaves 
of bay tree, or that I slept in the springtime of life in 
the groves of Academus or in the alcove of Zeno , nor 
have I ever willingly laid down by the murmurs of Pierian 
fountains. But I have lounged on your sofsi , through 
many a snug winter's evening , with Flora still smiling by 
my side, and Urania towering above me; the former 
an emblem which reminded us that the prettiest blosoms 
spring from and return to the dust; the latter whoso 
diectric tresses sparkling with celestial fire , seemed to be 
glaiks of the Empyreal regions , pointing to a new state 
of existence hereafter , and an alliance of the mind 
"with a higher order of phenomena. Your voice was 
often like the music of Helicon , whose cadences 
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inspired the lay of the poet and tuned the lute of the 
minslrel. When you began to reason on ethics , Hope 
appearedto have opened some secret sluise from the 
Hippocrene into the Jordan. Your philosophy always 
exhibited the triumph of the moral over the physical 
part of our nature. I have been exalted by almost every 
impressive scene of Nature. I have travelled through 
the flowery plain , crossed the rugged mountain pass , 
been tossed on the billows of the stormy Ocean and 
seen Amphitrite shake hands with Jove in a waters- 
pout : I have ascended above the clouds in a balloon and 
disputed with DoBdalus, Phryxus and Phaeton the high 
way of the air , and have penetrated with telescopes 
into the wonders of other worlds in the physical heavens. 
But no sensations produced by these merely, natural 
scenes are at all comparable to the poetic elevation of 
sentiment which your philosophical conversations have 
sometimes produced in my mind , when passing through 
every variety of physical enquiry , we have ended in 
a regular metaphysical argument and proved. — - 

How charming is divine Philosophy 

Not harsh nor crabbid as dull fools suppose 

But musical' as is Apollo^s lute] 

And a perpetual flow of nectar sweets. 

The dear dogs snoring by the fire and Puss purring 
on the canopy have cheered the bright ingle, and 
formed a pretty discord to our harmony , broke the 
thread of our logic , and given place to useful and 
relieving interludes. 

With these recollections of some of the happiest 
moments of my life passed in your society I have the 
honour to remain Madame. 

Four most [obedient humble Servant ^ 
Bruges, Dec. 8 , 1845. T. FORSTER. 
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Cfrganization, as well as habits of friendly intercourse with seyeral 
distinguished poets of the day, gave me^ in early life^ a strong 
disposition to write yerses. Our very education in England hai 
a tendency to foster this propensity : for nearly half of our 
scholastic studies are made up of poetical reading and the 
construction of hexameter and pentameter lines. But although a large 
proportionate develiopement of ideality, comparison and some other 
faculties tended to impart a ytTsH^jin^ turn of mind, yet I hardly 
think I should ever have wasted time in printing such hasty effu- 
sions of my imagination as are to be found , in these sheets; had 
it not been for the following considerations. — Poetry exhibits th« 
real character of the writer in the least suspicious colours. Serious 
treatises are written with premeditation and too often are the fruits 
of hyprocrisy. But verses, particularly short odes, songs and romances , 
are penned with carelessness, and are^ as it were, the offhand 
productions of momentary impressions ^ penned with sincerity 
and in haste, and which may therefore be regarded as the genuine 
portraits of the writer's mind. I was always pleased with tracding 
the lineaments of other men's characters in their poetic effusions , 
and discovering therein many little tournures of thought, which, 
were it not for their poetry , would have escaped for ever unnoticed. 

Phrenology, too, seemed to demand the perusal of such jnoductions 
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JB order to complete our researches into tbe causes and varieties of 
the characters of different individuals. And in the zeal with which 
in 1815 1 pursued this science, I sought, in the poetical works 
of our most renowned authours, the means of bringing to a successful 
issue t^e enquiries in which Dr Splurzheim, Dr Leadi and myself 
were then engaged , as disciples of the celebrated Dr Gall , and which 
MM. Broussais, Vimont, Combe and others have since brought nearer 
to perfection. 

The historian writes cautiously, for fear of offending his party or 
endangering his reputation, and histories are full of falsehoods ; — the 
mathematician is confined to positive rules and cannot wander; the schools 
have established, for him, axioms destined for ever to form the basis of 
his logic ; the metaphysician gropes along in a sort of suspicious twilight 
and tries ; in order to satisfy himself with some favourite system of the 
universe, to build up an hypothical fabric on the basis of doubtful 
postulata. The attentive observer of nature; and the patient inves* 
tigator of science have higher claims on our respect; from the utility 
of their enquiries: yet their wot'ks aflbrd to the phrenologist much 
fewer materials for comparing the character of the mind with the orga- 
nization of the brain than do those of the poet. With him the imagination 
let loose upon all tbe objects of nature, takes its flights according to 
the bias of his individual genius; and fearless of criticism, because 
only engaged in the operations of fancy , he proves the truth of what 
the antient as well as modern bards have said of those who are 
engaged in such work.^ : and shews that though to say that : — 

The lufiatic the lover and the po^t 
Are in imagination all compact : — 

May be perhaps going a little too far ; yet — 

pictoribus aique poitis 
QuidUhei a^dendi temper fuit aequa potestajs, 

with these views I sought for proof of phrenology in the works 
of successive writers; and thinking that as poetry exhibited the actual 
state of the composers feelings , I might trace even in my own noo* 
sense, penned at different periods, those changes of sentiment and 
of \iews which, we are told , accompany different times of life! 
The result however turned out otherwise : a careful examination 
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•^ tlie iMoLles of my imagination at differend qwchs of existence 
^7 proved to me bow mudi I had always been tbe sdfsame being ; 
and ^oogrmed tbe opinion , wbicb phrenology teacbes ns to enter- 
tain, of the predominance of cerebral configuration oyer all other 
causes of character ; which shines constantly in essence , tbrought 
all the varieties in species produced by diversified education and the 
influence of external impressions. 

Let us turn however to educated poets , men whose moderated ideality 
hsks bad a large share of learning to work upon , and whose position 
and circumstances have contributed to modify their productions. We 
shall see in every case, how much cerebral developements have bad 
to do with their general character, while early impressions and the 
events of the times have suggested the particular subjects of thei^ 
verses. The antient busts of Homer shew him to have had much 
ideality, comparison and the higher sentiments; and whether this 
be a true representation, or a mere antique beau ideal of a poet ; it 
proves that our forefathers knew what was the organization requisite 
for such a (composer of heroic poetry, full , as it was , of metaphorical 
images. Perhaps the best lines of this father of Greek bards are those in 
tbe Odyssy in which be describes the meeting of Ulysses with bis 
old and faithful dog Argus. The variety of style in Homer's works 
is not sufficient to oblige us to ascribe it to interpolation. Virgil the 
close imitator of Homer and the Greek poets in geneial must have 
bad an elegant mind , and the busts , real or fictitious, which 1 have 
seen of him correspond to such an estimation of his character. In 
fais compositions he is always dignified; and it is probably owing 
to bis choice eX])ressions and beautiful imagery that we can read 
Lis works longer without fatigue than those of most cotemporal'y 
writers. In that most pleasing of all didactic poems , the Georgicks, 
the Mantuan bard shews eminently the power of his selective jud- 
gment : I think it is Dr Jonhson who remarks of this author tha^ 
be scatters the very manure about with dignity. This poem should 
be read af^er Ovid's Fasti: the one shewing the times, the other ex - 
planing the manner of performing rural operations. Lucretius may be 
more philosophic , but is far less elegant than Virgil , and we soon, 
tire over arguments in impef'feet though laboured Latin verse which 
are compressed in modern books of metaphysicks in an easier style. 
But no regular treatises of Cato or of Columella , or of any modern 
authours posses the charm of the Georgicks , jiur are capable of 
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impres&tag on tbe mind, in so powerful a manner^ truths wbich 
if dryly treated of are to most men dull and uninviting. Among the 
most admired passages of Virgil may be reckoned his eulogy %^ 
a country life beginning : — 

O fortunatos minium^ sua si bona ndrint, . 
j^gricolas! quibus ipsa^ prociltl ditcordibus armii , 
Fundit humo facilem victum justissima tellus. 
Si non ingentent foribua domus alia auperbii 
Mane saiutantutn totis vatnit aedibus undatn: 
Nee varies inhiant pulchrd testudine postes, 
Iliusasque auro vestes^ Ephyretaque aera; 
Alba neque Assyria fucatur lana venenOy 
Nee casid liquidi corrumpitur usus olivi : 
At secura quies^ et nescia fallere vita, 
Dives apum variarum; et latis otia fundis, 
Speluncae, vivique lacus; at frigida Tetnpe^ 
Mugitusque bourn, mollesque sub arbore somni 
Non absunt, Illic saltus, ac lustra ferarumy 
Et patiens operum parvoque assueta juveniuSy 
Sacra deirniy sanctique patres: extrema per illos 
Justitia excedens terris vestigia fecit • — Geob. ii. 470. 

Possibly this picture was drawn from Meander : it is however 
inimitably done, if not original. * 

But what I have always most admired is his simple descriptions 
of nature, and the use of what is called the cerium pro incerto. 
For example y in his account of making bridges of sticks and stones 
across the water for the bees : — 

Pontibus ut crebis possint consistere et alas 
Pandere ad cestivum soleniy si forte morantes 
Sparserit aut prceceps Neptuno immerserit Eurus. 
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From this general praise of rustic life we may turn ivitli pleasure 
to Horace's picture of its happiness and useful occupations, in tli« 
rery beautiful Epode beginning — 

Beatus tile qui procul negoeiis 

Ut prisca gens tnortalium - — 
Paierna rura bobus exercet suu 

Solutus omni fwnere ^ — 

Tirgil was a striking example of the fact that poetic genias was 
best shewn in well concealed imitation ; there beiug as the proverb says 
« nothing new under the sun! n The learning and elegant taste of the 
writer is however proved by the manner in which he diversifies 
bis objects and invests with a new dress, modified by his native 
peculiarity of mind, those sublime conceptions of the fancy and 
turns of thought which in succession distinguished able men from 
the common herd. The works of Theocritus ^ Bion and Moschus seem 
to have been the prototypes of Virgil's pastoral scenes; bat it is 
probable that the former were modelled on the still earlier examples 
of this sort poetry. Let us take an instance from one of the most 
popular prognosticks known in rural life in order to shew how the 
same observation has descended through, various nations and ages 
dressed successively in the peculiar poetical imagery of each : — 
Jeremiah, in a beautiful passage on the regularity of the -seasons 
notices the migration of certain popular birds as follows : -^ 

Furtur et hirundo et grus custodierunt temptis aduentus suu 

Homer in a fine metaphor compares the flight of cranes to the 
march of the Trojans : — 

Hi?r€ ^ip K^ayy^ yspivav ^iXsi ovposuoBi ^ph 
Afr a^sl oZv xsifiava (puyou , koI Mic^aTov ofi^fipou 
KXayy^ ralys nirovfcu stc £hc£ceifo7o poaosv^ 
Av^paci ThjYfiaioKTi <p6uov »cd x^pcc 9ipov<rou. 

Hesiod has the following verses on cranes : 

^pa%e(T6ou ^ eu r ciu (poomjv yspo^vou iTtccKOUO'tfi 
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Bocbardt citM similar passages from Oppian's Haiseutiton^ Nisus 
De Anguriisj Theaphrastus^ Horace and others. Not only tbe migra- 
tion , but tbe prognosticatiye import of tbe fligbt of birds , particnlariy 
cranes and storks , is noticed by Virgil after Aratus : in the Diose- 
meia we read: 

Qui Uipou yspocvoov fj^eocpat crrixsq ccura KsXeuBa 

Wbioh is imitated with variation in tbe Georgicks: — 

— Numquam inprudentilmi iwtber 
Obfuii; aut illwn tur^entem ifaUibui inm 
Airiae fugere grues^ etc* 

In another passage in the i£neid the autbour has more closely c<^^ 
his Greek master: — 

-— Clamorem ad sidera tollunt 

Dardanidae e muris^ quales sub nubibus altis 

Strytnomae dant stgna grues atque aethera tranant. 

Lucretius is less elegant : 

Paruus vt est eygni melior canor Hie ffuum qt^mi 
Clmnor in aetheriis dispersue nubibua A%$tri. 

In Claudian we find tbe following : — 

Ingenti clamore grues aettiva relinqutmt, 
Thracia quum tepido permutant Strgmona Nilo* 

Milton and other modern writers have also copied the same passages 
of which a fine example is recorded by Bewick where he contrasts 
the siknt migrations of storks with the clamorous flight of cranes. 

Thronougbt all tbe best poets we shall perceive this imitation; and, 
what is remarkable, those who are the least of copyists are the 
dullest bards. Refer to my edition of Aratus ; and also to the f\V- 
giliue Collatus of Ursians. 

Lucan, though more original , is dull, after Virgil^ and though 
be has some fine passages , yet tbe poem as a whole i» not well 
•nttained. The aathor of the ifond, like bis Greek prototype. 
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mu5t baye possessed ideality , comparison, causality , and the elevated 
sentiments. The author oiPharaalia might only have been an instructed 
historian with a moderate proportion of ideality. 

It seems to me that pastoral poetry has degenerated in every 
succeeding age; while tho heroic has kept its preeminence. Paradise 
Lost is equal both to the JEneid and to the Iliad : but the Idyls and 
Eciogs have never been equalled : Pope's best imitations do not come 
up to them , and Spencer's are poor in comparison. Who can 
endure the shepherds Hobbinoi and Collin Clout, after sympathizing 
with the patriotism of Meliboeus, the fortunes of Tityius or the 
loyes of Callus. The poetic feeling must have been stronger and the 
imagination more chastened, in those early writers, than in their imi«- 
tators : for there is often a refinement of sentiment which ill accords 
with the rough manner of early times. 

Of the dramatic writers who wrote nearly four centuries before 
tie Christian era we ought to place i£sc^ylus at the head : he had 
the most ideality the boldest imagination and best language. Euripides 
came next , and Sophocles , at least to my uninstructcd mind, was 
rather inferiour to both. In each I can trace, the effects of different 
organization. 

But tho' Greece excelled in her tragic Muse, yet her comic writers 
were by no means contemptible. Rome had nothing equal to Aris- 
tophanes , whose Chorus of Frogs has no parellel. Terence and Plantus 
will hardly bear comparison with our best new plays. It is however in 
this department of Poetry that we have so greatly exceeded our 
ancestors : probably the improvements in scenery have had much 
to do with this advantage of the modern over the antient stage; 
but independently of this circumstance , I think the plays of modern 
Europe and particularly of England gi*eatly excel those of old. Sha- 
kespeare for deep knowledge of human nature stands foremost 
among modern dramatists : perhaps his best pieces are As you like 
ii^ and Hamlet; but the whole is excellent. Criticks may differ with 
me but I have always contended, and do so still, that Milton's 
Camus f a masque acted at Ludlow stands wholly unrivalled by 
HQy piece whatever antient or modern: and it possesses this 
advantage over Shakespeares that not only the imagery but the 
▼ery expressions are formed on Greek models^ a thing which gives 
to them so classical and elegant a character. Now the heads of 
both Milton and Shakespeare correspond very exactly to their res- 
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peclive Works. Shakesjicarc , of tbe two, had more of native genius 
and of the org^n of imrlalion, though he had much less learning. 
MilloQ in Allegro justly speaks of him as 

Stteeiest Shakespeare^ Fancy'4 child 
ff^arhling his native woodiwies wild. 

The natural cxellence of Shakespeare is admitted : but he has written 
nothing equal in beauty to Lyoidas or even to V Allegro and // 
Pmseroto. Miiton loo had a happy knack of writing Latin verses , 
which I was always much pleased with: he, in this respect, beats 
hollow Jorsiu, Vincent Bourne, Gray and all the other authours of 
modern La^inky : I had in my head an eaily recollection of his 
epistle to his laite preceptor , then at Hamburg, l>eginning : 

Curre per immeneum subito mea liUera pontum 
J pete TeutonicoM, hts per Wfuor , agros : — 

When I wrote my Dedicaiio ad Libellum which begins : 

Musa perigrrnas qucs prompta volare per auras 
Non mca despicias rura paterna, fare. 

The first ten lines of this letter 1 own to be an imitation of those of 
the great bard, though I bad not read him since 1 was a 
boy : for the trains of thought last long in the mind, and a simi- 
larity of expression will o£ten follow, years after a deep impression 
has been made by any farourite authour* A cherished Muse, me- 
ditated iu childish years when impressions are strong, seems to 
leave indelil>le vestiges impressed on our kearts ; which excite thonghts, 
and even Terses, long after their particular prototypes have been 
Ibrgotten. I last read Milton when a lad in my grandfathers groves 
at Walthamstow; and yet to this day, when 1 writ^ verses, 1 catch 
myself^ wiUiout meaning it, using his peculiar measnres. ludeed 
metre is of all things that which has ever the most engaged my 
attention, and has enabled me, as will appear in the lyrics and 
odes 4)f the following volume, to compose on tubjeets which I am 
neither qualified by sentiment nor habits of lifis lo disonss in prese. 
I inay almost say that I never forgot a Terse which had once pleased 
my fancy: but so far from ever being pleased with the subject 
matter of my odes and songs, I never wrote one in my life 
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wbick contained anything commonly called sentiment, without wishing^ 
hejTorc; I got to the cod of it , to introduce some stanzas of a comic 
nature calculated to cast an air of ridicule on the whole piece. 
Whether this propensity arises from some idiosyncratic connection 
hetweeQ the actitity of the organs of wit and other cerebral parts, 
or is referable to the general love of the contrasts of antethesis ? — I 
Lnow not ; but the introduction of such glaiks of the ridiculous 
seems to me to please on the same principle as that on which dis* 
cords are often introduced into musical composition, in order , as it 
were, to heighten the returning harmony. For reasons not dissimilar 
perhaps the melody of some sonatas is enhanced by a sudden chauge 
from the major to t£e minor key ; as occurs , among many others ^ 
id the popular song of Auld Robin Gray, But this consideration 
leads me wide away from our present subject, and I must reserve 
for another place the discussion of the connection between Music , 
Poetry and Painting , which has been ably handled of late by some 
discerning natural philosophers, and which will by and bye throw 
additionnal light on the causes of the peculiar taste above alluded to ; 
particularly when the enquiry shall be made with a constant refe- 
rence to the varieties of the cerebral organization. Pan^ the Samnium 
Phihsophieum y the Verses inscribed on a Scull, and the InscripHan 
for the Tomb of Shargs are alone original and native effusions , 
penned under momentary impulses and develloping the real bias 
of my mind* The rest are for the most part B>ere loose parodies* I 
mention these things because the object of these observations, as 
w<^ a» that of the poems which follow, is to assist phrenological 
^quiry and thereby enable us to act on the great rule of the sage 
ywok frsaJlov, Before I quit the subject of dramatic compositions 
I eannot help remarking how much they were appreciated of old; 
their influence on society in every age placed them high in the scale 
of literary productions. The book of Job has been esteemed by 
critics aa a fine ethical drama, the Greek plays convey some 
anblinio moral sentiments, and every sncceding age has learnt to 
appreciate their influence* 1 am persuaded that if duly cultivated 
with Ttfov^ce to morals, and under a discreet censorship the stage 
mi^l lurpass both the pulpit and the bar in its useful dominion 
^T^ the opinions and actions of men, and would thereby be 
fonvift^ into one of the greatest safeguards of the social compact. 
T» eAot this purpose however the ^ subjects of our plays roust 
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be modified and made to accord witli tlie advanced civilization of 
the age : ive do not now want to stimulate the patriotric ambition 
of the soldier , by scenes from Marathon , nor to harden the human 
bloodhound to the chace^ by the carnage of Cannae : we do not desire to 
stimulate to slaughter, nor to create rivals in rapine, but to offer 
to the young mind, when impressions are strong and lasting, such 
pictures of benevolence, of generosity and, the reward of merit as 
shall train up our yonth to virtue , and by exhibiting examples of 
retributive justice, shall impress them for ever with the fear of 
evil , and excite sentiments of justice and charity. 

Poetry of every kind, when powerfully written, possesses a 
moral influence , from its tendency to fix its subject on the mind; 
and it should be cultivated with this view. Who is not more or 
less affected wjth sentiments of devotion, by the fine anthems sung 
in our cathedrals, assisted by all the surrounding emblems of the 
place, the storied wiudows, lighted tapers burning before the saints , 
the sweet melody of the bells and the grave harmony of the organ 
pealing in solemn cadences to the singing of a large congregation 
assembled before the cross and the altar ? Again I ask who can read 
the speech of Pythagoras , as represented in Ovids 1 5*^ book of me- 
tamorphoses , and not feel emotions , of general humanity as well as 
enlarged philosophical notions of the divine wisdom and the probable 
immortality of the whole animal creation? Before we quit the subject 
of heroic poetry I should have taken some notice of the mideval 
writers of the south of Europe, particularly the Italians, Dante, Tasso and 
Ariosto ; the two former gifted with enormous organs of ideality and 
wonder, the latter endowed with prodigious faculties of comparison 
as well as the poetic devellopements : In Dante , as well as 
in our English Chaucer, we see evidently the influence of the 
new religion operating on the fancy of the writer. Christianity gave 
a fresh existence to all the helles leUres , as well to the 
fine arts ; and music , poetry and painting derived new charms from 
the influence which a more consistent hope in eternity shed over 
them. This last and sweetest solace, left in the box of Pandora, 
raised the genius of man to sublime conceptions, by causing the 
latteral and upper portions of the brain to act with a more constant 
and better regulated force on the other organs. Some passages in 
the Inferno exceed in force of sentiment^ if not in elegance of 
language , any thing composed by the antients. In the Gerusalemvf 
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liberaia we have a more regular and cbasteDed verse , thougH per- 
haps Jess force of expression. Spencer wbo imitated the Italian style 
l>olli in his Fairie Queene and in his Sonnets^ is weaker in this 
respect; because there certainly was at that period , and perhaps 
always been, less intensity of religious feeling in the reformed pro- 
testant than in the catholic countries; but all of them partook of 
tbe happy influence of Catholicism and its fixed doctrines on the 
wandering imaginations of the poet and the speculatious of the mela- 
pliysical philosopher. 

Dryden's ffind and Panther has a moral capable of general 
application to the advantages of any consistent and uncom- 
promising system of religion , based «)n authority, over that which 
is Tague and subject to the caprices of individual judgement, 
la my endeavours, in another place, to shew that the sublime 
hypotheses of Plato Pythagoras and Plutarch, particularly the latter, 
were not inconsistent with Christianity , 1 conceive 1 have enhanced 
the probability and consequently the value of both ; for such 
considerations open a wide field for expatiating of the possibility 
that a moral as well as a physical principle may pervade the 
universe and give uniformity to the great design of the whole, 
while it is subject in every time and place to that equally univer- 
sal law of variety and infinite conbination which seems to pervade 
all created nature* I shall not however discuss the subject here ; but 
merely observe that the poets like the philosophers^ both being en- 
dowed with much comjiarison and ideality^ have never been contented 
with narrow and selfish systems of theology , but in all their writings 
have advocated liberal principles; and taken a wide view of the 
oeconomy of Nature , as emanating from a Supreme Being of universal 
benevolence. The origin of evil is certainly the great stumbling block; 
hut good sence and humanity point out that, whatever may be the mode 
of reconciling it with the divine benevolence on the ground of a 
future recompense, the same will hold good with regard to animals 
of every kind, whose life here is one of suffering) while analogy and 
every argument of sound logic forces us, after the discoveries of 
phrenology, to admit that the minds of men and of beasts cannot 
depend for their existence and nature on any essentially different prin- 



Refer to Sat* ur Universal Immortaliiy , and to Epittolaricuni Forslerianum 
Vol. 1. Fasc. % alio to Philozoia by T. Forster F. L. S. cetera. Cotes London\B^9. 
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ciplc. In many of the following poems it will be seen tbat I bavc 
touched on this truth : In short I could not help it , as such subjects 
occupy a great part of my daily meditations and are consequently 
mixed up with poetical effusions. If such opinions be considered 
eccentric , 1 am not ashamed of it : I wander in good company and 
with an immense balance of probabilities on tfxj side. And wbea 
we look to authority, not to speak of Salomon, David^ Brahma 
Pythagorus and Origen , Butler ^ Pascal, and Wesley among the 
moderns, and Plato and other antient Philosophers, it is clear that Ovid 
Tasso , Ariosto , Pope and many of the best poets have been of the 
same way of thinking. In short the poetic mind, which always 
seeks for perfection , could never take any other than comprehensive 
and sublime views of Omnibenificent Providence. When I lay on 
the bed of sickness , some years ago , writing my pastoral Pan , to 
beguile the tedious hours of convalescence , I could not avoid seeing 
the importance of this subject, and the manner in which it mixes 
itself with all considerations of future retribution , as has been shewn 
in the closing Epilog ue of Aatrcea. 

The subject treated of above brings us naturally to the consi- 
deration of what is called religious poetry , including psalms , hymns, 
canticles, madrigals and sonnets to the saints; in the composition 
of which the higher organs of veneration, hope, benevolence and 
wonder have been the principal coolperators with ideality. Aiitient 
traditions respecting future life did not satisfy these faculties of the 
mind; any more than did the speculations of philosophers on the 
immortality of the soul. It seems to have been reserved for Christi- 
anity to supply this succedancum in ethics; and consequently we 
find that till its introduction , about eighteen hundred years ago, 
rdigion had not become a practical principle of action. There were 
however numerous passages in early writers, as well as many 
loo^e opinions scattered abroad of entertained by philosophers about 
the future , sufllcent to shew , how congenial this doctrine was to 
the nature of man. Following the Indian doctrine of metempschy* 
chosis, as old as history reaches, came Plato, Aristotle and others 
who preached, as S^ Austin remarks, something almost Christianity; 
and indeed if we divest the Jewish writers of the double meaning 
which fancy so often sees in the predictions of the prophets , the Indians, 
iCgyptians, and Greeks seem to have had clearer glimpses of a future 
state than either the patriarchs or the Israelites. We read in the psalms: 
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« I said in mine hearty concerning the estate of the sons of men, that 
« God might manifest them, and that they might see that they 
«< ^emselves ore beasts. 

« For thai which hefalleth the sons of men befalleth beasts; even 
« one thing befalleth them: as the one dieth, so dieth the other ; 
« yea^ ikey have all one breath: so that a man hath no pre^" 
« mnence above a beast: for all is vanity, 

« All go unto one place , all are of the dust , and all turn 
to dust 4igaiH. 

« fF'ho knoweth that the spirit of inan goeth vptcard and the 
« spirit of the beast goeth downward to the earth ? 

« ff^herefore I perceive that there is nothing better, than that 
« ft mmn should rejoice in his own works; for that is his pot" 
ti tion; for who shall bring him to see what shall be after him ? h 

Now I contend that tbere is less doctrine of futurity in tLis 

passage aod many others in the Bil>le than is to Le found in the 

Greek writers, whom the Romans always followed. Cicero, in the 

Somnium Scipionis has a fine but curiously constructed passage 

on the immortalty of mind, — « IVon esse te mortalem sed corpus 

fK>c; mens cujusque is est quisque. In fact hundreds of such 

passages might be cited 5 the hope of futurity is to be gathered from 

dl the poetry of the East, in every country and age, in the verses 

of Ha&K, in the Persian Legends, and even from the Zodiac of Dendera. 

Plalo however, followed by Xenocrates and ZenO, was more precise; 

hut it was Pythagoras, tli€ greatest poet and philosopher probably 

who ever lived, that made any thing like a system of this belief, 

cabbie of affording consolations to those whom superstition had 

tought to fear death. Ovid's speech taken from this philosopher in 

the Metamorphoses is eminently beautiful and it reads tery well 

«OB86outively with Virgil's Pollio, the former work giving an account 

of oiBation and the golden Age , the latter depicting its return in 

a manner which corresponds to what some writers have called the 

itfilleninm. 

Christianity at length supplied what was hitherto wanting, and 
gave a new impulse to poetry and the arts ; as we may see in tjie 
magnificent works of mideval imagination. The mischief of the matter 
iSf as the late amiable sir J. E. Smith used to quote to me, that 
Christianity like its Divine Master has been crucified between two 
thieves. Superstition on one side has made it ridiculous, Hypocrisy on 
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th<! other rendered it odious. » — No^ I contend tbat the latter 
is the impenitent thief. For of all the enemies that religion in 
every age has had to contend with , the most obstinate , and the 
most persecuting is the hypocrite. When Science in her march shall have 
unmasked this monster, and trampled down Superstition , then will 
Faith, Hope and Charity follow in her footsteps and spread over the earth 
the blessings of a sound Christian philosophy. Now poetry , as might 
clearly be shown, has contributed in no small degree, to this end* 
And the reason is this ; poets from their organization , seek perfec* 
fection in all things, and cannot take or suffer contracted views 
of Nature. Indeed I have always regarded ideality as a principal 
adjutant in so exciting the higher organs of veneration, hope 
wonder and justice, as to produce that elevation of sentiment which 
bears up the mind : — 

Above the smoke and stir of this dims spot 
ffniich men call earthy and with lowthouyhted eare, 
Confined and pester' d in this pinfold here 
Strive to keep up a frail and feverish being 
Unmindful of the crown which virtue gives, 
Afier this mortal change, to her true servants. 

And the same organ not only enables us to admire but to attain to 
excellence , and to discern among the swinish herd of St ^AAoi vvho 
grovel along in the indulgence of selfish and destructive passions* — 

That some there be who by due steps aspire 
To lay their just hands on that golden key 
That opes the palace of eternity, * 

Among other persons, whose conversation has contributed to 
suggest the above observation, is an acquaintance whose diffidence 
of distinguisted personal merits is such that she might not be pleased 



* It is not ho^oTer idralily which can produce the imagery of poetry, but it 
eicitet the other organs to produce them. In a like manner the organ of won- 
der b not the effective cause of kpeclral illusions, but it generates a sen- 
timent favorable to the entertaiomeni of such visions and seems to excite 
the organs of form and colour in such peculiar manner as to produce 
these delusive sensations. 
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if I should introduce her name into a book of this kind, unless 

she were present 1 shall therefore call her by her cognomen •-* the 

« Lawlaa* Poetess. Having discovered , in her a cerebral confign- 

ratioo , and mind, not often to be found so capable of deep metaphysical 

reflection and at the same time alive to all the strong sentiments 

and affections ; all which corresponded to the external indications ; 

we became intimates and began to exchange ideas on philosophy. I 

ayafled myself almost instinctively of the new combinations of thought 

which such a composition of organs indicated , and our conversation 

adted many fresh subjects of meditation, and roused^ beyond all 

opectation, the long dormant energies of my own mind , and caused 

iM to enter deeper in these sheets, than I should otherwise have 

done , into the philosophy of poetry. For though the poetess seemed 

evidently to be the — 

Felix qwB potuit rerum cognoscere causas y 
Jtque metus omnes et inexorahile fatum 
Svbjecit pedikus strepitumque Acherontis avari; 

Tet 1 found it difficult to get the organs so to combine their action 

as to make her perceive the high natural probability of posthumous 

life , and indeed of universal immortality ; as well as the necessity 

of this opinion both to individual and social happiness. One fine 

^y io autumn we were walking , in agreable company , by the side 

of a piece of water , amidst the beauties of Nature^ glowing in the 

richest tints which the fall of the year gives to the foliage, illuminated 

^ sunlights that would have added charms to the vale of Tempe 

itself, and which invested every external object with the cotUeur 

de rote ; Flora still smiled on the emerald lawn , and Urania stretched 

her Uae canopy over our heads , while showers of yellow leaves , 

which the gentle South scattered on the ground , naturally inclined 

the mind to look upwards and to transfer the thoughts from the decay 

of earthly beauties below to the anticipation of celestial enjoyment 

above. These thoughts, in company with one of the most metaphysical 

and talented of her sex , by degrees superinduced the following 

reflections which I cannot help introducing to the reader. — We 

find in every animal instincts adapted to its wants, and that the 

expectations they raise are not disappointed. The bee seeks not for 

her stores in the barren petab of a dry and honeyless flower , nor 

does the swallow migrate in vain in search of a warm winter 
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abode* When the worm prepares for its chrysalis and lastly its butterfly 
existence; it obtains it , and with expanded wings , in a new state of^ 
being, flies from bloom to bloom in the sunshine, enjoying a sort of con- 
summation of its labours. Can it be possible then that the whole of th^ 
buman species should be preparing for that whichis never to arrive ^ 
If, then , we can become convinced by dint of sound logic of the im- 
mortality of man, we must soon see that, reasoning from analogy^ 
we cannot exclude other animals from the same boon ; as 1 have sbewi^ 
in my letter to M' Godfrey Vigne , entilled Sati , and also in that pa 
of the Pastoral, Pan which relates , to this subject. We ought therefor 
to feel satified of this truth ; 'on which however we may proceed 
reason as follows : — 

We have already outlived our bodies, without losing our identity ^ 
for not a particle remains of that infant constitution of whicb the 
mind retains the clearest recollection. The very language of common 
parlance expresses that the mind is something which is alone idcnficai 
and permanent, the lasting nominative / of which the genitives my 
hands, my body, and so on ^ imply the passing existence of qualities 
of objects which require a permanent sentient capacity to perceive them. 

But the point to which I wish to come h this , that the mind 
of man cannot be satisfied with any thing short of a solid assurance 
of eternel existance. The very structure and combinations of our organs, 
pushing, us constantly beyond the limits of this transitory scene, as 
the autumn of life approaches, we find the only remedy, for the 
melanchoUy anticipations of its winter , to be the hopes of a coming 
spring in another , and one which shall lead to a fadless summer. 
Now , since every thing in relation to time must come to a close ; we 
feel the necessity of reposing on the expectation of a state of existence 
that shall be without end. Poetry , then lends her aid to Philosophy, 
and while the organs of wonder prepare the mind for the acceptance 
of the mysteries of religion , those of ideality raise it to the sublimest 
meditations on the consummation of all things in Heaven. If we analyze 
all poetry of the highest religious character we shall find its object 
to be tliis exaltation , under various forms and circumstances: and 
the reason why it is of so consolating and therefore popular a character 



* See Lady Nary Shepherd*! work on Cau»9 and Efftetp alto her 
Eucffi alio mf Prefae§ to Lochs^t L§ii9r$ 1830. 
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h tBat , like church mnsic , bells , painted historical windows , or 

religious architecture , it associates the most beautiful imagery of things 

here with the hope of things hereafter , and instead of surperin- 

ducing melancholly reflections on the flight of time , which accompany 

most of the finest compositions of the antients , it excites agreabfy 

our organs , and cheers the mind with the prospect of eternity. If is for 

a similar reason that the whole of a catholic cathedral , inside and oat, 

is so eminent above all other buildings as a means of raising the 

mind to religious meditations of the most animating character, where 

the — 

Storied windows richly diyht 

Coii a dim religious light ^ 

And the pealing organs blow 

To the fulhoic^d choir below* 

It is here that all the external and visible signs of every inward 
and spiritual grace are to be found ; where all the useful emblems 
of life are perfect ; where every art and elegance of existence has 
been taught ; where the Graces seem to shake hands , and to sing 
m harmony with the choral band , in which Urania, standing up amidst 
her sister Muses points constantly to a better state of things and 
encourages the belief that no sensation , however transitory , is lost , 
but that every idea or action on Earth, under whatever phase, may 
be the indication of some corresponding sensation in Heaven. Life is 
therefore only the algebra with which we may work out the great 
problem of futurity. All our thoughts may have eternal consequences 
and may be the generating causes of future and corresponding effects, 
subject only to that law of variation which seems to pervade all 
created nature. 

But then it is the catholic religion alone which responds to every 
want of the mind and whose exterior is an assemblage of the emblems 
of all those virtues which , bound together in the bond of religious 
obligation , become available as a practical principle of action capable , 
by uniting the several virtues of individuals in the common business 
of society, of becoming, as it were, the nursing mother of nations 
the guardian of the civilized world. 

Now the true philosophy of the Muses consists in their harmony, 
each tending , according to her particular power , to instruct and 
derate the mind of the student, and all uniting in preparing it for 
alliances with a higher order of organs of sensation, hi my poem 
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of Pan the reader will see these ideas more fully devellopped and 
will perceiye that 1 have adopted^ in a great measure , Father Guerrin 
du Rocher's views of the connection between antient fable and the 
religion of more modern Christians. This view of the subject als(^ 
enables us to explain the introduction of the pagan divinities into> 
Christian poems , which we find in Milton's Hymn on the Nativity » 
and in various parts of his Paradise Lost, 

But it is time now to vary this subject and pass on to th^ 
examination of the smaller sort of poems such as Elegies , Odes smdL. 
other Lyricks , together with Madrigales Hymns , and popular Songs ^ 
of which sort of poetry the ensuing sheets principally consist. 
Most of the fugitive pieces and songs of the following pages were 
penned by me in hours of idleness , and often during my early 
breakfast, or while smoking my long turkish pipe, as is my usual 
custom afterwards with the dogs by my side looking up with their 
sonsie faces , and suggesting thereby many of the peculiar moral 
reflections to be found in the songs , which relates to that excellent 
animal. 

The hasty nature of these compositions must plead apology for 
their imperfections ; and if the same or a similar image be found 
to be too often repeated , I must beg the reader to recollect that 
! have never been an extensive reader , and have little or no pre- 
tentions to the feeling and sentiment of a poet. Prosody has been 
a favoniite study, and the sense has too often been sacrificed to the 
metrical compositions, I can with pleasure ring' the changes for ever 
on an idea which can be exprjessed in harmonious measures that 
teem to come naturally to my mind and bring with them any set 
of images which appear to suit the melodious cadences in ivhich they 
may be expressible. These circumstances , together with my perpetual 
tendency to dwell on early impressions and on some peculiar 
favourite pictures and figures of speech, cherished in infancy, vs^l 
explain how it may have come to pass that a person, whose habits of 
life are those of a dry plodding mathematician and natural philosopher, 
should have written so many songs and lyiicks expressive of set^timents 
which he could have hardly had time to feel or cherish. In fact one 
of the greatest pleasures of my life has been , in leisure moments , 
to revive the classical associations of the studies of childhood, by means 
of verse ; and to employ musical numbers in order to call up the 
evanescent imagery of early life, which , when roused and as it were 
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bunted out of the tangled mazes and hiding places of the memory , by the 
aid of those twin sisters, in harmony, Music and Poetry ^ seem to 
come again into the field of view invested with the quaint colouring 
of Time's mysterious telescope. 

Association of ideas is a strange thing , and its principles have neyer 
yet heen yery clearly develloped, nor has that peculiar pleasure which 
soddenly arises in the mind on coming unexpectedly into scenes of 
early life not visited for years , been fully explained. — Who doet 
not sympathize with the Italian bard : — 

Nor 6 il nido mio ? — 

Ove to nodrito fui si dolcemente ! 

How often have I exclaimed on returning from long foreign travel 
to the city of my nativity while sailing up the HaXXitrog Tbrafiodv to 
UmdoD. — 

— To yap fraXcuov kpyoq — 

And felt that once more every cock, from the farmyards on the 
woes of the river, seemed to be crowing in English. On these occasions , 
always a lad again when boyish scenes presented themselves, I 
wold often have stepped by the wayside to have played at top , kyte 
w marbles with the children , and felt as much pleasure in recurring 
to our juvenile gymnastics as I could ever derive from the sciences 
'^ later life. 

Another sort of association deserves to be mentioned here ; namely 

"»at whereby a particular sound , or the smell of a flower , will call 

op a whole string of forgotten images. Lavendar, for instance , always 

Wngsthe scenery of my grandfather's garden at Walthamstow, as 

early as 1797 , into my mind. Rosemary recalls my aunt. Mint 

reminds me of my uncle. — In chemistry, certain smells have a 

powerfnll influence of this sort which occurs so powerfully as often 

to call the attention from a process which requires unremitted care. 

I remember for example while making a difficult and somewhat 

dangerous experiment , I said to a friend assisting me. — » Watch 

the process of this and see if it succeed : » I shall watch you too , said 

my assistant , that you do not get asphryxiated — Watch away loun 

replied I laughing and tell me — 

— E/ ioiAta (TOi Su<r(pipstv ayaa^ — 
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Now this happened , without my heeding it , to be a line < 
Sophocles ; which I had not read for twenty years. But it touche 
some chord of symphathy and called up the whole scenery of Electr 
before me ; and 1 stopped to repeat some favourite choruses , ti 
my friend reminded me of the experiment , to which we returned 
but the lines gingled in my head , as Locke says lines often do ; an 
when my companion said — Go on Sir and pay attention , I assure 
almost unconsciously , in a line of the play — « Very well then , - 

And when I got home , in my chamber at night when pipes an 
coffee were brought as usual , 1 went over all the scenes of the tragedj 

Sometimes it will happen that a single verse quoted in compan; 
will call up a whole poem , it has occured to me , and 1 once repeatei 
for a wager, the whole of Lycidas, which 1 had not read for many year 
in conformity to the same law of association. These facts ought never ti 
be overlooked when we are tracing the varieties of poetry to their respec 
tive causes. They explain those unheeded imitations which might other 
wise be mistaken for plagiarisms. 

It is now time to leave these digressions, into which I have bee 
unavoidably , and to notice the various writers of Lyricks , Odea 
Sonnets, Elegies , and other small pieces of poetry , together wit 
Songs, |Glees, Catches and Madrigals ; and to point out what mus 
have been the leading features in their cerebral organizations, as deduce 
from their works. Phrenology is in fact the clue to the history c 
animated nature in every department : on its indication , in time t 
oome , all government , legblation and indeed every function of di 
social compact must depend. But our business here is with poelrjf 

Pindar , the father of lyricks , was perhaps the most regularl; 
schooled for a poet of any of the antients^ he was of Thebes an< 
died at 86 years old about B. C. 4S5 , having been educated b; 
Myrtis and Corinna. The story of the bees who settled on his li| 
when a child and left their honey there is probably allegorical 
but it was imitated by Horace who feigned to have been covere 
with leaves by wild Parties while sleeping. — Me fabulosw Vultuf 
in Jpulo et coetera. — The fable however shews how high in « 
timation Pindar was among his comrades and biographers. There i 
a greatness and almost sublimity of style in his Odes which prove 
that be must have possessed veneration and tho higher sentiments i 
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addition to ideality. That he was pleased much with the sound 
and metre of his compositions is evident from his having expresslj 
composed an ode in which the hissing letter S did not enter. 

Anacreon is the very reverse of Pindar : there is neither majesty , 
sublimity , or even much feeling in his odes ; and what is remar- 
iable the style of them does not accord with the age in which it is 
pretended he lived. The 20**»« beginning : — AiQag^ etc. is a piece 
of conceit scarcely worthy the more frivolous ages of poetry in 
later times and may have been an interpolation. Indeed some criticks 
have supposed the whole to have been the work of a comparatively 
modem writer, perhaps H. Stephens. 

Sappho's fragments have more sentiment , but fall far short of any 
tiling like sublimity. Both this writer and Anacreon must have had 
nuch amativeness and caution. In Anacrion's ode beginning — 

— kvaxpBcav y3pav (is ; — 

Tke poet gives his readers some melanchoUy reflections on the 
ccrtioi approach of old age. 

fma the Greek lyricks we naturally get to the consideration of 

those of Rome , among whom Horace stands first , an Epicurean 

philosopher and poet , of much observation on life , but in my opinion 

^evoid of the higher kinds of poetic feeling. He must have possessed 

inocb amativeness well devellopped knowing faculties , moderate 

ideality, and much cautiousness. The occasional predominace of the 

morbid activity of the latter organ is proved by the melanchoUy 

sentiments which he has introduced into his best odes ; particularly 

those on the return of spring and its pleasures : for he always 

Wished his description of vernal delights with a lugubrious reference 

to the decline of life and often with melanchoUy discriptions of death. 

The sudden transition of the poets from the most alluring scenes of 

love to the melanchoUy anticipations of seniUty probably belong to 

tbat principle of counteraction in the brain by which violent emotions 

almost always call up antagonist feelings, as in the above ode. 

But it is remarkable that the very consciousness of present happi- 
ness, whenever circumstances permit us for a moment to bask in 
the sunshine , is apt to raise in poetic minds a vivid anticipation 
of its end. The comfortable fireside , the pleasing mistress and cheerful 
family give occasion to sad reflections on the condition of life and 
the fugitive nature of its delights» Such a combination of good things 
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seems to have awakened, in the mind of Horace , the reflections of the 
following lines — 

Eheu fay aces , Posthume , Posthume , 
Lahuntur anni : nee pietas moram 
Hugis et instant i senectce 
jifferet y indomitasque tnorti. 
Non si trieenis , quotqtiot eunt dies , 
Amice places illachrymahilem 

Plutona tauris : qui ter amplum 
Geryonem Tityonque tristi 
Compescit unda scilicet omnibus, 
Quicumque terrce munere vescimur , 
Enaviganda : site reges : 
Sive inopes erimus coloni. 

In the following beautiful Ode. — I forget where about in the se- 
cond book it occurs, — there is a very similar recurrence to the flight 
of time , closely following on a recommendation to use it will while it 
last, which shews the manner in which the poet's brain combined ideas : 

jEquam memento rebus in arduis 
Servare mentem , non secus ac bonis 
Ab insolenti temperatam 
Lcetitia : fnoriture Deli , 
Seu nuBstus omni tempore viseris , 
Seu te in remote gramine per dies 
Festos reclinatum bedris 
Interiore nota Falerni : 
Qua pinus ingens albaque populus 
Umbram hospitalem consociare amant 
Ramis , et obliquo laborat 
Lympha fugax trepidare rivo. 
Hue vina , et unguenta , et nimium breves 
Flores amoence ferre iube rosce : 
Dum res y et cetas , et sororum 
Filia trium patiuntur atra. 
Cedes coimptis saltibus et domo 
yUlaque flavus quam Tiberis lavit, 
Cedes : et extructis in altum 
Divitiis potietur hmres. 
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Diuesne , prisco natus ah Inacho , 
Nil interest , au pauper et infima 

De gente , sub Dio morMs y 

Fictima nil miserantis Ord. 
Omnes eddem cogimur: omnium 
Fersatur umd , seri^, oci^ 

Sort exitura. et no$ in atemum 

• 

Exilium impositura cymba* 

In the two subsequent odes , the same sort of melanchoUy reflections 
follow closely on beautiful descriptions of spring ; as if its reyiTing 
naturally suggested a forecast of its fall. 

Solviter acris hiem$ grdta vice 

Feris et Favoni , 
Trahuntque siccae machine carinoi ; 
Ac neque jam stabulis gaudet pecue , 

Aut arator igni ; 
Nee prata canie albicani pruinis. 
Jam Cytherea chorus ducii Fenus , 

Imminente Lund; 
Junctceque Nymphis GroHcB decentes 
Altemo terram quatiunt pede^ 

Dum graves Cyclopum 
Fulcanus ardens urit officinas. 
Nunc decet aut viridi nitidum eapui 

Impedire myrto, 
Aut flore terrce quem ferunt solutm. 
Nunc et in umbrosis Fauno decet 

Immolare lucis , 
Seu poscat agnam , sive malit hadum. 
Pallida Mors cequo pulsat pede 

Pauperum tabernas , 
Regumque turres. O beate Sexti , 
Fitm summa brevis spem nos vetat 

Inchoare longam. 
Jam te premet nox , fabuloeque Manes , 
Et domus exilis Plutonia; 

Qub simul mearis , 
Non regna vini sortiere talis, 

**4fS 
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And again later , in tlie 4th book. — 

Diffugire nive$ y redeunt jam gramina campis, 

Arboribusque coma. 
Muiat terra vices , ei deoreseentia ripas 

Flumina prater eutU. 
GraHa cum Nytnphie geminisque eororibue audet 

Ducere nuda choros. 
Immortalia ne eperes monet annus , et almutn 

Qum rapit hora diem, 
Frigora mitescunt Zephyris : ver proterit astae , 

Interitura simut 
Pomifer autumnus frugee effuderit : et mose 

Bruma recurrit inert, 
Damna tamen celeres reparant calestim Lunw : 

Nos ubi deoidimue 
Qub piu$ yEneas , qud Tullue dives , et Aneus , 

Pulvis ei umbra sumus* 
Quis seit an adjieiant hodiemw crastina summcs 

Tempora Dii superi? 
Cuncta manus avidas fugient heeredds; amico 

Qum dederis animo. 
Quum semel occideris , et de ta splendida Minos 

Fecerit arbitria, 
Non Tcrquate genus, non te faeundia , non te 

Restituet pietas 
Jnfernis neque enim tenebris Diana pudicum 

Liberai HippolUum : 
Mec Lethea valet Theseus abrumpere 

Fincula Perithoo, 

The moderns have fallen into similar stvaiot on the return of this 
delightful season. The sober tints of Autumn ha^e seldom excited 
the same melancholly. Some examples however oeeur among recent 
poets. There is a remarkable one amofig> the fragments of the German 
Erato beginning — 

SAGT wo sind die Veieluin kin 
Die so freudig glanwien 
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Vnd der Bhtmenhonigin 

ikren fF'eg brekranzten? 
Jungling achl der Lens enfiiehi 

Dieee Feilchen eind perbluih. 

ShdQey's lines on ** Death and hU Brother Sleep** are yery imprei- 
fiye but tainted with tbe same feelings. How different are Milton's 
yerses on spring and its flowers, owing to his Christian cbaracter, wLen 
he consoles the shepherd for the loss of Lycidas : the lines begin — 

M^eep no more woeful shepherds , weep no more , 

For Lycidas your sorrow is not deadj 

Sunk iho* he he below the watery floor 

So sinks the daystar in ihe Oceans bed , 

And tricks his beams , and with new spangled ore 

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky. 

1 must apologize , if I be not quite correct in my quotations , as 
1 am obliged to cite the passages from memory , not haying the 
books at hand. 

Eyen our Scottish bards generally write in a somewhat melancholly 
strain , particularly the composers of popular ballads ; but if weanalyie 
their works > we shall find theirs to be more a retrospective, and the 
German's more a prospective pensiyeness : thus , while the Germans 
dweU^ during the gay enjoyment of pleasures, on the gloomy period 
of their future termination, the Scotch love continually to lament 
those actually gone by , and fled for ever. Many familiar examples 
might be adduced from Burns and other poets. See the popular ballad 
of Auld Lang Syne, and particularly, a song beginning ~ 

^' ¥e banks and braes[o'bonme Doun , 
JEfow'can ye bloom sae fresh and fair? " etc. 

Instances of this kind of poetry, interspersed with beautiful necurrences 
lo the happy scenes of early childhood , are Xoo numerous among 
Scottbh ^pastoral songs and sonnets to be quoted here. The peculiar 
pleasoK oftbis sort of mehndiolly poetry, when unaccompanied by 
moHiid bypoehondriacal feelings , is only known to those who deriye 
firom genius a peculiar susceptibility of ;mind. See a poem on 
^ The Philosophy af Melancholly, " by T. L. Peacock. 

Now IB examining the heads of a number of -Caledonian poets 
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I find most of tbem haye much of the organs cautiousness and ideality ; 
and these probably combine in a manner calculated to produce the 
kind of poetry, to which I allude, 

I am conscious of a similar combination , but with the antagonist 
consoling organs of hope , the love of life , and wonder. I am abo 
conscious of some combinations for which 1 cannot assign the precise 
cause ; not kenning well the nature of the mutual influences and their 
determining causes. — - 

But the remarkable transition from the delightful to the dolorous 
and via vena , when unrelieyed by hope , belongs to some general 
principle in Nature not yet sufficiently understood. Indeed polarity , 
or the exertion of antagonist forces in opposite directions, is not more 
conspicuous in physical than is the antagonism to which I allude in 
moral things. And it is a remark often made in real life that, if 
we indulge in too Tivid pleasures under the transient sunshine , we 
may look out for squals : an observation which certainly suggested 
Horaces highly moral Ode beginning : 

Eectiu9 viven Licini neque alium 
Semper urguendo — - 

Particularly the concluding lines : 

Sperat infesiie metuet eeeundii 

Alteram sortem bene preparatum peciut. — 

I shall now cite a few more examples of the styles of the antient 
writers, in reference to their organization, and then proceed to 
shew that the same observations are applicable to those of modern 
times among whom the catholic poets stand conspicuous for their 
superiour tendency to call forth the exhilirating passions. 

Already have 1 spoken of the heroic poets, the grandeur and 
diversity of Homer, the chastened elegance of Virgil, the quaint 
learning of Ovid, the steady descriptive power of Lucan, and the 
philosophy of Lucretius expressed in neglected and often bad verses. 
It remains to say a word of the writers of elegies. Among these', 
in my opinion Tibullus holds the highest rank ; for tho' Ovid's muse 
is more habile and fecund, yet he has no where the elegance of 
sentiment possessed by Tibullus, who must have had benevolence 
and the human organs in a high degree : his elegy on the illness 
of his mistress is excellent : — 
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Hue adeSf et ienere morbos expelle puellw. 

Hue ades inionsd Phoebe superba comd, 
Crede miki proper a y nee te jam Phcebe pigebit 

Tarn cares medicas applicuisse manus, 
Bffice, ne macies pallentes occupet artus , 

Neu notet informis pallida membra color, 
Ei quodcunque malt est, et quicquid triste timemut 

In pelagus rapidis evthat amnis aquia. 
Sancfe vent, tecumque feras , quicumque sapores ^ 

Quicunque et cantus corpora fessa levant. 
Neu juvenem torque y metuit qui fata puellce, 

Fotaque pro domina vix numeranda facit. 
Interdum vocet : interdum, quod lanyueat illoy 

Dicit in ceternos aspera verba Deos, 
Pone metumy Cerinthe , Deus non Icedit amantes ; 

Tu modo semper ama y salta puella tibi est. 
At nunc ioia tua est, te solum Candida secum 

Cogitaty et frustra credula turba sedet, 
Phcebe fave, laus magna tibi tribuetur , in uno 

Corpore servatOy restituisse duos. 
Nil opus est fletu lacrimis erit aptius uti, 

Si quando fuerit tristior ilia tibi. 
Jam celeber y jam Icetus erisy quum debita reddet 

Certatim Sanctis Iwtus uterque focis. 
Tunc te felicem dicet pia turba Deorum, 

Optabunt artes et sibi quisque tuas, 

Propertius with perhaps more learning, wrote in a less feeling 
style and was certainly at times somewhat conceited; an example 
of which we may take from his discription of a painting of Cupid. 

Quicumque ille fuit, puerum qui pinxit Amarem, 

Nonne putas miras hunc habuisse manus? 
I 9 primum vidit sine sensu vivere amantes, 

Et levibus curis magna perire bona. 
Idem non frustra ventosas additit alas^ 

Fecit et humane corde volar e Deum, 
Scilicet alternd quoniam jactamur in undd, 

Nostraque non ullis permanet aura locis. 
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Ei merito hamatis manui at armata sagittis, 

Ei pharetra ex humero Cnoiia utroque jaeet : 
Ante ferity quoniamy tuti quam cernimus hostem, 

Nee quiiquum ex illo vulnere sanus ahit. 
In me tela manent, tnanet et puerilU imago ^ 

Sed certe pennas perdidit tile suas, 
Evolat e nostra Fenus ipsa e pectore nusquam, 

Assiduoque meo sanguine bella gerit. 
Quid tihi jucundum siccis habitare medullis ? 

Si pudor est ^ alio trajice tela tua. 
Intactos isto satius tentare veneno : 

Non egoy sed tenuis vapulat umbra mea: 
Quam si perdideris, quis erit , qui talia cantet : 

ffcec, mea Musa levis, gloria magna tua est, 
Qua caput, et digitos , et lumina nigra puellcs, 

Ei cauit ut soleant molliter ire pedes. 

Ovid's elegies are the most descriptive of all, and frequently detail 
scenes which are almost capahle of accounting for his banishment 
that is to say provided the allusions can be supposed to attach to 
persons about the court. One of the most celebrated for its descriptive 
powers and verse is the following — 

jEstus erat, mediamque dies exegerat horam: 

Adposui medio membra levanda toro. 
Pars adaperta fuix, pars altera clausa fenestrae: 

Quale fere silvae lumen habere solent: 
Oualia sublucent, fugiente crepuscula Phoebo: 

Aut ubi nox abiit, nee tamen orta dies. 
Ilia rsrscundis lux est praebenda puellis. 

Qua timidus latebras speret habere pudor* 
Eccs Selena venit, tunicd velata recinctd, 

Candida dividuo colla tsgents comd : 
Qualitsr in thalamos formosa Semiramis isss 

Dicitur, et multis Lais amata viris : 
Dsripui tunicam; nsc multum rara nooebat: 

Pugnabat tunicd sed tamen ilia tegi: 
Cumqus itapugnarst, tamquam qua vincers nollet, 

Victa est non aegre proditions sud. 
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Vt stetii ante oculos, poaito velamine , no$tro$, 

In toto nttsquam corpore menda fuiU 
Ouot kufMTOs, qiuiles vidi tetigique lacerto* I 

Forma papillarum quatn fuit apta premi! 
Quam castigato planus sub petors venter! 

Quantum et quale lotus I qtuim juvenile femur! 
Singula quid referam ? nil non laudabile vidi : 

Nudaque jam preeeit corpus arnica meum. 
Catera quis neseit ? lassi requievimus ambo. 

Proveniant medii sic mihi saepe dies. 

the above may be taken as fair exemples of the respective styles 
of the three elegiac poets of Rome, and the reader will make al- 
loiranoe for my weakened memoiy and for typographical errors. 
Propertius must have had much of the organs of love of approbation, 
^ we judge by all his writings, and Ovid alarge cerebellum. In the 
Heroules of this author as well as in the Fasti there is much 
kanuog, and in the Trietia a good deal feeling very elegantly ex- 
pressed. 

But, with the exception of a few lines, it will be readily observed 
Aat there is nothing in any of these writers calculated to encourage 
useful energies and much that is capable of exciting dangerous pas- 
sions. The observation of Schlegel in his his History of dramatic 
l^ature is true that to the introduction of Christianity, however 
l!n>ssly misunderstond and abused by its professors , we owe nearly 
^ that is capable in poetry of raising the mind to a high sense of 
inoral perfection. And, though the excellent precepts and practises 
of primitive Christianity are scarcely recognizable in the antichristian 
sdlfibness of modern miscalled Christians ; yet it contains in its 
«lf the germ of a perfect system, — seeds destined to be plants, 
Sowers and fruits, when time and civilisation shall have devellop- 
ped its power, and Science going hand in hand with Virtue shall 
iave crushed , in her fbll march , all the obstacles opposed to 
lomaDity. 

The doctrine of retributive Justice was known to the antients and 

was even recognized as a general principle ; as I have otherwhere 

lad occasion to remark, when speaking of the fine moral odes of 

Horace, and the equally exellent treatises of Cicero, Plutarch and 

Smca; besides several modern writers who have illustrated this 
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important doctrine. But tbe antients, heaving no very distinct idea 
of future existence, and not regarding this life as probationary, had 
no further belief in retribuye Justice than what could be gathered 
from the fact that vice, and indeed all actions springing from ill 
will, draw down punishment on the head of the perpetrator. The 
doctrine of Justice was so far known to the antients. 

The Christian philosophy however persuades to regard the reverses 
of pain and pleasure as trials of our virtue, and even makes a 
merit of bearing crosses and misfortunes, in the hope that they may 
serve to enhance a future recompense. The effect of this doctrine ii 
to inspire the believer not only with consolation in affliction, but 
with great additional energy under fortunate circumstances: it gives 
a peculiar character to the poetry of Christian literature, corresponding 
to that which it imparts to paintings and the statuary of the churches; 
and it mixes itself with every relation of social life; individual^ 
misconceive and frequently abuse the Christian philosophy; but still 
it operates beneficially on the whole mass of society ; and its poetry 
whose tendency is in every case to lift discription up to the highest 
point of the heau idial^ does so in an eminent degree on all 
subjects of deep and permanent interest. 

Let us take for example the catholic hymns of our breviaries 
and missals , most of wich were taken from the poetry of Pruden- 
tius who composed them as early as tht fourth century; The one 
beginning 

Jam luciM orto tiiere 
Deutn precemur supph'ceg. 

is remarkably good, as is likewise that written later and beginning 

Lueh Creator aptim$ 

The funeral authem : — 

Die$ iroBy die$ ilia, 
as weU as the plaint of the Virgin 

Slahet Mater dolorosa 
Juxta crucem lacrymoea 
Dum pendebat filiusm 

are in fact master pieces of simple forcible and elegant poetry , 
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unattended by any of those mdanchoUy reflections on death which 
are mingled with the lyrical verses of the heathens ; and the reason 
is obvious; the Christian hymns have reference to a future paradise 
and consequently they excite agreably the organs of hope and of 
wonder, fostor benevolent and charitable feelings and conduce to 
good morality and to social intercourse. One of the most expressive 
and beautiful of these hymns is the 

Veni Creator Spiritus^ — 

too well known to need citation. But the version of it commonly 
called the prose, because the verses do not jingle, is in my opinion 
still superior, and not being so generally heeded, we ahall give it 
at length : 

HYMJNUS BE S. SPIRITfJ. 

P^eni y aancte Spiritus , 
£t emitte ccelitus 
Lucis tuoB riidium : 
Feni f Pater pauperum, 
Fenif dator munerutn 
Venif lumen cordium. 
Consolaior optime , 
Dulcis hospea animce, 
Dulce refrigeriutn. 
In lahore requies , 
In CBstu temperieij 
In fletu solatium* 
O Lux beatissima , 
Reple cordis intima 
Tuorum fidelium. 
Sine iuo Numine, 
Nihil est in homine , 
Nihil est innoxium^ 
Lava quod est sordidum: 
Riga quod est aridum : 
Sana quod est saucium. 
Flecte quod est rigidum : 
Fove quod est frigidum: 
JRege quod est devium. 
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Da tuts fidelibus 
In te confidentibus 
Sacrum Septenarium. 
Da virtuH$ meritum : 
Da saluiis exitum : 
Da perentie gaudiutn. 

Hew contrasted are these productions to those of Catullus and othtr 
cligiac writers of antient times ! — 

VivamuM y tnea Lesbia^ aique amemuSj 
Rumoresque senum severiorum 
Omnes unius aestimemus asstt, 
Solet occidere^ el re dire poauni : 
Nobi'e, cum semel occidit brevt's lus, 
Nox est perpeiua una dormienda. 
Da mi baeia mille^ deinde centum^ 
Dein mille allera, dein eecunda centum^ 
Dein usque altera mille , deinde centum : 
Dein , cum millia mulla fecerimue , 
Coniurbabimue ilia , ne sciamus , 
Aut ne quie malue invidere poaii ^ 
Cum tantum tciat esse basiorum. 

This , like the other from Horace above cited, discourages instead 
of cheering the mind, even on subjects of a pleasant nature. In 
Anacreon, and indeed all the antient poets we have the same taint of 
melanchoUy infecting the finest productions. 

An education, then, to be affective, should be one which excites 
all the organs agrcably in a degree proportionate to their respective 
importance in the animal economy ; and this is the only one which 
can ever become permanent; because the only one which is adapted 
to man*s actual nature ; and the true Philosophy of the Muses shews 
it to be their business to «xalt, purify and perpetuate such a 
system of wholesome excitements. — But it is time to speak of 
ivriters of later times. 

As a specimen of cramp modern latin, bearing in some measure 
on the subject al)ove discussed , I may insert the following fragment 
found among my papers : — 
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MEMORIA M£I. 

- JPritnus iota fui sine pondere parvula molts 

JPariicuIa in ufero eas/a Susanna iuo. 
Mundus srat nuUus^ num quod non sentimus haud 0si ^ 

Necdum terra no vis sensihus ipsajuit! 
Turn laerymans infansque fui, juvenisque^ puerqus^ 

Et ludi rapidas tune habuere vices ^ 
Nee pila displicuit nobis ^ nee arundins longd 

Ludere, nee gelido memhra lavare lacu. 
Turn turbo erepiians placuit mihiy turbinis instar^ 

Atque volubilibus orbita facta rotis. 
Tune draco volitans, quern multum et semper amavi, 

Orbita tune rapidis lueida facta gyris 
Smd juvenis faetus^ pueriles mtttere lusus 

£t dignum est tereti condere stullu togd, 
Creditur e rupibus nobis non amplius Echo 

Mimica cum redeat vox imitata tuam. 
Jamque mihi^ ut speculo^ praterrita vita rseurrit^ 

Ineipe tunc animo Musa re versa meo» 
Quod fuimusque^ sumusque^ nobis ^ erimusque vieissim 

Canteter teneri, cara Maria ^ Igrd. 

Among the writers of modern latinity, Milton certainly stands 
foreniost as the one who most closely imitated the purity and elegance 
of the antients. His ode jn Adventum Feris is perhaps one of his 
best* Next to him came Buchannan, to whom is ascribed the following: 

u AD MARIAM SCOTIiE REGINAM. 

.Do quod adest: opto quod abest tibi, dona darentur 

Aurea^ sors animo si fore t aqua meo. 
Hoe leve si eredis^ paribus me ulciscere donis: 

Et quod abest opta tu mihi : da quod adest, » 

Some of the verses of Vincent Bourne are very good ; but not 
eqaal to those of Gray our English poet, whose Ode, written when 
he was young and on his traveb , in the Album of the Chartreuse 
might be mistaken for a Roman composition. It is as follows : — 
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ODE, IN AL&O CARTHUSIORUM. 

O iu 4eoeri r$U^ia laei 
Quocunqm jjfOMuiM nomine^ nj$n Umt 
Naiiva, nam ^rte fiu/enta^ 

Nurmn. habet weieresqjue ^yltOM •' 
Pr99enJior9m ei eonspicemug Deuvi 
Per in viae rupei.^ Jera per jug9> 
ClivoMqut prcfTupioe , eenaniu 
Inter aquas nemorumque noeUm, 
Quam ei repoetae eub trabe eiirea 
Fulgerei aure ei Phidiaed manu, 
Sahe voeanii rite fieeo ei 
Da placHatn juveni quieiem : 
Quod ei invideniie eaiiius ei frui 
JForiuna eaera lege eileniii 
Vitat^ volentem^ me res^rbene 
In medioe violenJta JluetuM.^ 
SalUm remolo diei paier anguU 
Horae eeneeia ducere liherae , 
Tuiumque vulgari iumnltu 
Surripiae hominumque curie* 

TIlb foilo^ing: lines of his Ode to Meknclioly are also muck 
adquced* 

AD MELANCHOUAJf. 

O laerymamm ftme tonere^ eanrm 
Duceniium oriue ex animOf quater 
Felis in ima qui scaienlew 
Peciore te pia Nympha sentit* 

The ensuing beautiful Ode, of which i^r giand iather made an 
elegant translation, has been ascribed to Dr Jortin, tboi^ others 
have claimed it. 

VOTUM. 

Qualis per nemorum nigra sHeniia, 
f^alleeque irriguaef et virides damoe, 
Serpit fons placidus murmure hnguido 
Secreium peragene iier^ 
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Flexas per peUrios circumagens aquas 
Paullum ludit agros^ et simulat fugam^ 
Donee prcecipiti jam pede defluens 

Miscetur gretnio tnaria: 
Talis per tacitam devia semitam 
jEtas diffugiaty iton opibus gravis , 
Non exporta fori jurgia iurhidi^ aut 

PalmcB sanguineum decus : 
Cumque insiemi tenebrw , et huB hrevis wmidii, 
Et ludo satura, et fessa lahorihus 
Somni frater iners membra jacentia 

Componat tenerd manu. 

Now I cannot help obs^viog tliat, l)eantifal as all the above Odes 
are, they do not possess the characteristics of tbe Christian philo- 
ftophy. They are close imitations of the Roman writers both in spirit 
and in language. 

Person, though so good a scholar, wrote very little, either Latin 
or Greek, and when he did write, his style was rather of a witty 
than of a grave character, and he was very fond of chararders, 
of which the following is an example. 

TO MISS LAURA CROW : (CORNiX) A CHARADE. 

Te primum ineauto nimium propriusque tuenti 

Laura mihi ^ubdta suhripmsse queror, 
Nee tamen hoe furiwn tibi cBudamare teemem 

Si pretium tali solvere meroe foelie : 
Sed quo plus candoris habent tua coUa seQundo 

Hoc tibi plus primum frigoris intus habet 
Jamque sinistra cavA cantavit db illice totum 

Omnia y et andaces spes vetat esse ratas. 

Many things however were ascribed to him that he never wrote, 
indeed some of then I am guilty of penning myself while at Cam- 
bridge , and other were written by a gentleman at things college : 
The real author of the Parody of Pope's Eloise and jibelard is 
not positively known. For, though Porson used to repeat it, there 
are reasons for not believing it lo have been his compositiott« 

About the period to which I aUude, now above thirty yoM* 
ago, I receive by post the following greek Uiits^ wilhout ^inydm 
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to tbe author. Thpy seem to be a Phillippic directed against lomc 
missionary, or missionnaries generaly, for disturbing tbe peaceful 
ioftitations of foreign countries. 



ANAIUISTOI. 

LyBT «, fj^XsTi] ^ccursq icroicnv 
Tlaccaf (psuystv ypsuSoXarpstav , 
Tloofra rs fiiastv ylJsSoSiacaKXou , 
Ei (ptXaXij^Gog KoSiaXsi^TOog 
Upcg a'o(pii]v rov vhv csuarstusrSj 
TlauffvSi^ vw ^cofTsq apaccsre^ 
Tv^rsTS , cstsrs , ^ousre , ko^tsts , 
Kai Karcaco^rsTSj koi KarafiaXKsTs 
Tov fj^iapov fj^^srsapoffo^KTTVjv y 
Tov SiffioCp^opov Epsfi^g vtov^ 
^fsvSoyrpoCpyjT^g hq BravarijCpopog , 
'flq fisv KAEnXHZ vv»Toq ccfioXy^j 
^^OuK stpi^uyjv, — cc\?ia f^axaipccv — 
AifjLo^opvKTii KcuvorofiijfjLccfrog, — 
HAd'£i/ smflccXttu y^ ^oXvSaytpvl. 
'ExJ^po^roi^cwv 'xcxffi ra (piXrccra 

QvijTOigj 'XOQfTCC TS TSpTtVA TapU^OSV, 

ViuyuvTSj phrsTS rov rsparoXoyv 
TovJf TToKsfjiiou rouq lLapiTsa'(riv, 
Kcu KOTaprov ry A<ppoStT^. 
Tou CTvyoSsfiuov, rov kcocoI^ouXou 
OcajficcTO^oiov J 

KotTfjut ^yihifMVA MONSTRUM. 

I sball close these observations with a budget of papers containing 
some original fragments , as well as original copies of some popular 
poems, which have become scarce. 
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EPITAPH ON A FAITHFUL DOG. 

LATILT TBI PROPETT — Of MT FATHER IN lAW. COL-BIAUFOT. 

At Fictifn only to the lapse of age 

Here lies a faithful friend, the storied page 

Of History y and the Muses dirge proclaim, 

¥Vhat Sorrow fain would have concealed, his name. 

Him whom his master's fostering hand had reared, 

fp^hom heedless Fortune's slaughtering tread had spared 

u4nd hloodyhanded Fury left untom, 

The slow unerring tooth of tifne hath worn. 

Then hither Sisters of the sacred spring, 

The solace of your sweetest music bring , 

u^nd in sad number chant his homely praise , 

/f^hile tears responsive flow to your soft lays , 

Praise ye his honest face, his curlie hair, 

His nonchalance and independent air. 

His tongue that never knew the liar's brand. 

His faithful watch unbribed by treacherous hand ^ 

His deepton'd bark, surpassing all belief 

The well known terror of each nightly thief. 

Lay up his ashes in yon Firgin's bower, 

Habere the white snowdrop and sweet violet flower 

And on the urn write u Strangers, pause and see 

The grave of one without hyprocrisy ? 

He lick'd the hand alone who would caress. 

But struck he snapped. with honest peevishness, 

He guarded well the house, nor left his home 

At night in search of lady dogs to roam, 

But was a holy Friar in his cast. 

And lived in single bliss unto the last. 

To his pure shade be better homage given 

Than man deserves who shut him out of Heaven ^ 

Nor deem the vow unhallowed — that the boon 

Of Peace eternal be the lot of Schrooit. * 

T. F.«1j 



* This dog was also called long Pum see my inscription on the Tomb of Shargt 
p. 134 of this work. See also many examples in the PerennuU Calendar. 
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SEASON SONG. 

OB TBI FLOBAL AlfRUAL BT WALTHAH8T0W QBATBL WALK. 

As Phoebus tir'd of wind and rain 
Bends to his Brumal goal again , 
Alone the Coltsfoot sweet doth blow 
And scents the litter'd garden's brow, 
And if the wintry welkin shine 
Flowei's beneath the Laurestine, 
Oft advent's sign, in snows install'd 
And Shepherd of Edonia called , 
But if fair Vesta doft her snows 
, We hail the pur« white Christmas rose 
Whose yellow mate at Flora's call 
Marks the ConT«rsion ' of S^ Paul 
The Snowdorp, in purest white arraie, 
First rears her head on Candlemas Daie, 
While the Crocus hastens to the shrine 
Of Primrose love on St. Valentine. 
Then comes the Daffodil beside 
Our Ladies' Smook at oure Ladye Tyde 
Narcissus and sweet Tulip too 
And Hyacinthus bath'd in dew 
Againste S* George, when blue is worn, 
The blue Harebells the fields adorn. 
While on the day of the Holy Cross, 
The Crowfoot gilds the flowerie grasse. 
The Monkey Poppy its lighter red 
Opes by the Piony's purple bed 
And party color'd Flower de luce 
Expands its rainbow petals sprace. 
When S* Barnaby bright smiles night and day, 
Poor Ragged Robin blooms in the hay. 
The scarlet Lychnis, the garden's pride. 
Flames at S^ John the Baptist's tide. 
Against S* Swinthin's hastie Showers, 
The Lily white reigns queen of the Flowers; 
And the Poppy a sanguine mantle speads 
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Till tbe blood of the Dragon Ste Margaret sbeds 
Then, away with the wanton Rose, agen 
That falls neath the feet of iSte Magdalen. 
At Lammas Day, called August's >Vhecl, 
The long Corn stinks of Camomile. 
When Mary leaves us here below, 
The Virgin's Bower begins to blow ; 
And yet anon the full Sunflower blew, 
And became a Star for Bartholomew. 
The Passion Flowei* long has blowed 
To betoken us signs of the Holy Rood. 
The Michaelmas Dai^y, among dead weeds, 
Blooms for S' Michael's valorous deeds , 
And seems the last of flowers that stood 
Till the Feast of S' Simom and S' Jude , * 

Save Mushrooms and the Fungus race, 
That grow as Allballowtide takes place. 
Soon the evergreen Laurel alene is seen, 
When Catherine crowns all learned men. 
Then Ivy and Holy Berries are seen , 
And Yule Clog and Wassail come round, again. 00. 
'he above is an imitation of a common style in the 1 7^*^ century. 

FRAGMENTS. 
A surlie winter's wind did blaw 

The murkie naight was weet an' blear 
When I cam doun the stair below 

To bid farewel to Marie dear : 
She saw the elemental strife 

An!' fearing that o' cauld I'd dee 
She said my jo ^^ to save yer life 

« Come tak my auld cloak about ye, » 
For ye are sure a right guid man 

An muckle praised be yer kin' 
An' I maun save ye gin 1 can , 
Nar let my cantie Piper tine. 
So seeing the elemental strife 

An' swearing that I m>auna dee 

She well secur'd baith love and life 

Under her auld cloak about me* 
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QUEEN MARIE'S DREAM. 

Ae naight the Mood, whas placid beam 

Had siller'd o'er Dun Edin's towers , 
To Marie's prison window came 

To cheer her wearielanelie hours ^ 
Through lattice work o' Jasmin sweet 

An' scented rose, had Luna stown. 
As gin' she'd stoop'd frae Heaven, to greet 

The Queen that Earth's leal subjects own. 

w Hail sillershafsed huntress fair » 

In plaintive voice said Scotland's Queen 
« Feign wad I glent thro' liquid air , 

Like ye, to fill some glen unseen 
Ance mair o'er native mountains' brow 

Wi Hieland chieftains ranging free 
But aye my friends desert me now 

E'r those who dwells ayont the sea. 

Hard bye , the owl shriekd oe'r the steep 

The waters tinkled in the stream 
Which lull'd the buvelie Queen to sleep 

An' gaf her this prophetic dream : 
She thought lay she in Paphian groves 

Surrounded by the Muses nine 
Where poets make their tales o' love 

An' roun their brows the laurel twine. 

When Clio rising frae her seat. 

Thus siad to Marie weeping sair: 
it Greet nae, fair lady, 'tis to meet 

The boon o' martyrs ye come here , 
In Heaven is register'd y'er worth, 

An' Scotlands bards yer praise shall ring 
While there shall dwell ane bard or earth 

Ane piper wha kens hoo to sing. 
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Tbe foOowing Italian translation of a wellknown fable appears 
among the collections of the Marchese di Spineto : the English version , 
the first of Gay's fables is wellknown, and I have changed them 
bnt little from the original* 

IL YILLANO ED IL FILOSOFO ; PER IL SIGNOR 6RILL0. 



Nei tampi amfHi e forHli 

P^iveva un buon villano, 
Dal ciitadino ttrepito 

T'eneniosi lontano^ 
E nei 9um staio modieo , 

Canienio sol dei heni 
(Jhe dan Pomona e Cerore^ 

Passava i di oereni, 
Sebl^ne il tempo aveeeegU 

La ckioma ineanutiia 
Pure era freeee e vegeto , 

Qual neWeta Jiorita. 
Uman, modesio ^ affabiU ^ 

A* suoi doperi Jido 
Fu sempre} e del euo mcrito 

Tal giva intomo il grido^ 
Che un cUtadin filoeofo ^ 

Che epeao impallidiva 
Su* lihriy per eonoeeerlo^ 

Alia eua eaea arriva* 
Seeo dieeerre: aiionito 

Ammira la euamenie^ 
II euor eineero e tandidof 

E la ragtoH prudente. 
E donde in te derivano 

Gli dieee, tanii lumi? 
Foree dei gran filoeofi 

Iteggeeti lu i volumil 
Foree ad Ulieee eimile 

P^agando in parte par It, 
Vedeeti molli popolif 



Lore eoetumi ed arii? 
Daila Natura eemplioe^ 

Di cui eiam tutii Jigli , 
Kiepoee^ eeppi prendere 

SoUanto i miei coneigli* 
Appreei dalla ioriora 

Ad eeeer Jido epoeo ; 
Dalla formiea^ provide ^ 

DalFape , induetrioeo : 
Ad eeeer padre tenero 

M^ineegnan gli augelUtti , 
Nella sfagten ehe aUevano 

I Jigli pargoletii^ 
Il mie Zampa imegnami 

La Jedella eineera, 
£ Pumil graliiudinOf 

E Vamielade vera : 
D*ogni anfmaly ehe tnerita 

Abhorrimento e eprezto , 
DfCrei vizj a difendermi 

Mi eono eempre avvezzo. 
Qual qufo 'par ridicolo 

Un'uom troppo ciarliero\ 
E eimile alia vipera 

Sara ehi nudre in eeno 
'DelVodio e delTtnvidia 

II livide veUno: 
Colui ehe opprime il debole , 

Che in van piange e ei lagna^ 
Imita il lupo perfido , 
E I'aquila grifaqna. 



XXXXIT 



PROLEGOMENA. 



Dime I iclama il Jiloiofo , 

E d'aquiie ^ e di lupi 
Le gran ciUadi ahhondano 

Piu assai che selve e rupi^ 
Che ognor voraci e cupidi 

Di Jar nuove rapine 
Le lor ricchetze ammaetane 

Sopra Ic allrui rovine* 



Ah I ei ehi vuole apprendere 

Una morale pura^ 
Qual tu faceiti , esamini 

La eemplice natura: 
Chi d'eeea i eemi epigola^ 

E gli coUiva in eeno^ 
Coi frutti che producono 

Vivra felice appieno. 



The following Ly Arellano, is about tlic prettiest poem of tht 
kind with which 1 am acquainted in the Spanish language : — 

MI AMADA. 



Si eaver queree , 
Maria ^ ahora^ 
A quien adora 
Mi corazon, 
Oye lae eenae 
De la hertnoiura 
Cuya luz pura 
Mi embelezo* 
Negroe y largos 
Son sue cabellos , 
Jugar con elios 
Solia Amor. 
Y entre sus hebras 
Aprisionado 
De enamorado 
Tal vez Uoro, 
Sohro la leche. 
Que con cautela 
De la ovejuela 
Sacca el pas/or, 
Ca'er no hae visio 
Ojas de rosa 
Que hacen vistoea 
Placida union ^ 
Pues esa misma 
Orna el semblanle 
De la que amanle 
Me aprisionb. 



I 



Porque en su seno 
Frente y mexillas 
Sus maravillas 
Flora upurb. 
Flor de granado 
Rosa iemprana 
Nacar y grana 
Sus lahios son* 
Y el talle joven 
Cedro que mueve 
Del venlo leve 
Soplo veloz. 
Mayor prodigut 
Mayor belleza 
Naturalcza 

Nunqua Jbrmo, 
Si ya con est a 
No has penetrado 
Quien ha robado 
Ml inelinacion, 
Llega a esafuente 
Tan clara y bella 
Y mira en ella 
Tu perfeeoion. 
Que sus crisiales 
Preciosa encanto 
2e dtsan quanto 
Calli mi vo • 
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The follo*.viag old Italian song , sung at Rome during carnal al, is 
some satire on ladies for wearing feathers at mass , a tiling still 
forbidden it was give to mc by Mr Barr^, at Edinbourg in 1816. 

LE PIUME DELLE DONNE. 



Quelle Piume bianche e nere, 
Che sul capo voi portate , 
Care donne innamoraiey 

yi fan creacer la belta, 
Hassetnbrate a chi vi mira, 
Tante lodole fastose, 
Pavoncelle che pompose 
Van sul prato in liber ta^ 

Nello scorso carnevale, 
Bel viderve in Argentina y 
Qui sovrano della China 

Chi sultana rassembro ; 
Ma che basso delle scene 
JVon potea ben godere, 
O indiscrete pennachiera ! 

Sotto voce taroccb. 



Cosi bella e strana usansa, 
No, non vene da Bretagna, 
Non da Francia, non da Spagna, 

Non da Persia, o dal Peru. 
La potto fra voi, Romane , 
Capo in giu Mercurio alato 
Degli Dei corier piumato 

Che dal cielo scesse giu, 

Racconto che sulle stelle 
Ogni Diva ha per costume 
Di portar sul crin le piume^ 

Quando bella si vuol far; 
Che Minerva tnodestina , 
Occhi azzurri e verginetta, 
Spermacchio la sua civetta 

Per potersene adornar. 



SONNETTO. 

IN AlfGLIAM. 

Luce ti nieghi il Sol , erbe le terra , 
Malvagia , che dalV alga e dallo scoglie 
Per le vie dei ladron salisti al soglio 
£ con gli' armi di Giuda uscisti in guerra. 

Fucina di delitti ove si serra 

Tutto d'Europa il danno ed il cordoglio, 

Tempo verra che abasserai Vorgolio, 

Se pur stanco al fin Dio non ti sottera. 

La man che tempra della Gallia il faio 
Scomporra le tue chiome in sin che chiuda 
Quel tuo di sangue uman empio mercato. 

Pace avra il mondo, allor , tu briaca, e cruda 
Del fnar tiranna, all' amo abbandonata 
Farai ritorno pescratrice ignuda, — Monti. 
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While \vriting these prologomena I receiyed the foUowiag, a 
I sat at a birthday dinner, from my friend major Anstruther, th 
talented translator of Jocelyn. 

Dear Forster monie a day has sped 
Since your first welcome note I read. 
And now another comes instead 

And gars me think 
That langer 't were in truth ill bred 

To spare my ink. 
E'en tho* a hermit, a recluse 
Mysel ne'er fasting in the news , 
Silence is but a puir excuse 

To sic a friend, 
And gin I maun inyoke the Muse 

Fll try to mend. 
While at my ingle here alane 
Wy Wife to dear auld Scotland gaen. 
The solitary ban in yain 

May strive to mend, — 

Alas ! alFs right. 
The loving heart which long has known 
The glories by a woman thrown 
0*er all he loves to call his own 

Feels, feels the loss, 
When nought is left him but to moan 

Beneath his cross: 
Nought left him? Yes! for solitude, 
Hath charms too little understood , 
And these the giver of all good 

Vauchsafes to men; 
He gives him in poetie mood 

Himsel to scan. 
He gives him friends at Bruges and Ghent 
(And Scottish friends to ilk intent 
Are suns amang the iirmanient 

Or Northern lights) 
With whom the cheer fu' hours well spent 

Make days o' nights. 
Friends from the land of Robert Burns, 
From whom each living bardie learns 
To feed the patriot fire which burns 

With flame as bright 
At hame as erst at Bannockburn; 
^ Thrice glorious light. 
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Still tben my brotber bardies , bail ! 

As hermit 1 no more bewail 

That lane I sup mj broth er kale 

Or what d'ye call it? 
I haye a jou can never fail — 

The Piper's Wallet. 
For with the « wallet » by my side 
For miod and body I provide, 
And feel myself with honest pride 

Friend o' the bard 
Whom I would rather with me bide 

Than manie a laird 
The t( wallet » shews me bonnie Jean , 
Metlinks I see her face again 
The sweetest antidote to pain, 

Or harrowing grief: — 
In her soft smile the burning brain 

Finds its relief. 
But fill the bowl . fiU high fill high — 
Drain it, tho' 'twere the Yarrow, dry, 
And be the festive chorus cry — 

March, seventeen, 
Be thine all blessings from on high 

This day sweet Jean ! 
Another face beams on me now 
Whose dulcet eyes and glorious br6w, 
A radiance o'er a cell might throw 

Thro' gloom most dreary, 
Aye! e'en the heartless lowly bow 

Before our Mary* 
Fair children of an honourd sire, 
Touched with the true poetie fire, » 

(Long yet may sound his Scottish lyre ! ) 

From parent's band! 
A father that in hall or byre 

Is youth's best friend. 
But now dear Forster fare ye weel. 
All joy may you and Norrie feel, 
And Imked in chains more true than steel , 

Love ane another 
Warm freindship links another chiel 
Yes Bob Anstruther ! 
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kfter tbis long and I fear too rambling excursus into wbicb , 
eurrenU nimium festinanier calamo j I baye been led; it may 
be expected tbat I sboold say something of tbe plan of my own 
book. Soffice it therefore to add that it has been the mere idle amuse- 
ment of leisure hours, during which I bare relieved the tedious 
course of philosophical studies and experiments by the jJeasing 
interlude of versifying. The songs were hastily composed, while 
at breakfast in the morning, others whfle smoking after dinner 
in the p : m : ; in order to be sung at night by a social 
party who used to assemble at my bouse on Sunday eyenings, 
during the long and murky nights of the last very severe winter. 
As I have before said , they were written more for the measure 
and the adaptation of new words to favourite old tunes, than for 
the sense , and therefore must not be harshly criticised , but taken 
as they were intended , as the recreations of a canty evening among 
friends when 

'KpOTa(poi aiv oifilk<Toansq 

Kni, since the best apology for the nonsense of half of them will be 
found in the circumstance that the wassail bowl contributed to their 
composition^ while the recollections of the music of early childhood 
harmonized their melodies, it is to be hoped tbat they will be song 
in the same spirit by ursons who, in a mpment of good nature and 
conviviality, assemble round the social cogie , acUans cornuapauperi, 
in order to beguile, in pleasant mirth , those hours of recreation which 
contribute so much to relieve the tedium vitcs and to dispel the 
ennui that often follows unremitted labour. 

As for the other poems , they are a republication of a work bearing 
the same title which was printed several years ego. They possess the 
merit of having amused the writer at a time when he was too ill to 
do any thing ebe than to dally with the Muses, whose province 
is to entertain with their cheering melody , while their philosophy 
as I have endeavoured shew , when they sing in harmony, tends 
to instruct and to elevate the mind, which perhaps, after all, is 
the best reason for invoking them. 

T. FORSTER, 1) 
Bruges Febr. 27 1846. 



SONGS AND ROMANCES. 



(1) SON G. 



AH hail to night my right guid friends ; 

"Wha come wi me to dine , 
For last years dool well mak amends 
I In this years healing wine. "^ 

Then crown this chrystal tawsy dear 
Cheer up each festive soul 

And fill the bumper goblet clear 
Frae New Year's Wassail Bowl. 

Chorus, 
A cup o' kindness be your glass , 

JLet Friendship's pledge be mine , 
And ilka lad shall toast his lass , 

JFor auld lang syne* 



Written by D». FORST£R for a New Years party at Bruges, and lun^ 
January 2 18^. The parties complimensed beiug chiefly present. 



J 



(2) 

Twa Sirens bring fond Memory back 

To childhoods happy days, 
"Where Voice and Verse sit unco pack 

And Yuleclogs gaily blaze : 
So a merry year to ye my dear, 

ril greet ye might and main 
Wi free good will the glass we fill 

To drink to Marie Jean. 

Chorus^ 
Nae Morn just breakin o'er the lawns 

Sae fair a robe unfurls 
As the bonny bloom o' youth that dawns 

Through Annie's drooping curls. 
Nae stars sae bright on moon shine night 

As Bessie's sparkling een 
Our gratefu hearts now hail their light 

Since things are dimlie seen 

Chorus. 
The sweetest blossoms o' the rose 

That scent the vernal day 
When Sophie's rival vermeil glows 

Graw faint upon the spray 
Chill winter's howl wi angry scowl , 

VSTithout maks horrid din , 
But if she smile on us awhile 

Then summer warms within. 

Choirs. 
Lead on , Augusta , gracefu maid 



(3) 

Any steps are gems o' gowd inlaid 

Life's dell o' tears alang. 
Wi tenlie feet come trample Care^ 

Thy bands in chorus join 
While roun thy bonny nutbrown hair 

Love's pansy wreath shall twine. 

^ Chorus • 

Then press the purpling cluster ripe 

And pass the merry joke , 
While we wi ballads light the pipe 

Till song shall end in smoke. 

Wi a pinch o' snuff or sic like stuff, 

As yet Mirth's candle glows , 

Our sense well hit; 'twill sharpen Wit 

To tickle Wisdom's nose. 

Chorus. 

Then ca the flunkies round about 

Nor e'en the dogs forget 
Gie but a sleekit brazen snout 

The sikker loun's the pet : 
The leller comb maks all alike, 

The coUar'd cuif an loud , 

The duddie tinkler's tawted tyke, 

The messin muckle proud. 

Chorus. 

And now what wad ye hae beside , 
Te've worth and learning got , 

Here sits auld England's Martial pride 
And there a cannie Scot ! 



(4) 

So a health to merry Eria^s charms, 

And the' we dine abroad 

We still maun gang to Britain's arms 

To bless our Jovial Jboard. 

Chorug. 



(2) THE CAMBRIDGE BREAKFAST SONG 



TO THE TUIVB OF THE ROMAICS I If E II G L A N D. 



All ye learned of Cambridge and Oxford and all , 
Ye Bigwigs and NumscuUs of College ^nd Hall , - 
Who would fein be Philosophers thirsting for knowledge , 
Come hasten to breakfast at Trinity College. 

Choaus. 

For there's Herschel and Forster and Babbage and all 
Are bringing their porridge 
Their wit and their knowledge 
From each learned College 
And each learned Hall. 

The wisdom they used to say was in the wig 
And now in the skull, for the peruke's too big. 
But we think that the eggshell is filter to hold 
Our learning , so come e er the co£Fiee be cold. 

Chorus. 



(5) 

Tomorrow shall Peacock analyses shout , 
And Whewall talk learnedly learning about , 
And Forster as wild as a fox in the shrouds 
Strike the stars , if he don't get his head in the clouds. 

Chorus. 

m 

There's Herschall in chemistry richly learn'd 

Will shew how the world to a coke may be turn'd 

So while life shall remain and the blood gayly flows 

Let's eat and drink well and be jolly as Rose 

Chorus. 

Old Parr they say is a learned pig 

And Porson with Greek is grown wond'rous big 

But Fm bound to say Whewall would bang them all 

Should they come to the scratch in Philosophy Hall. 

Chorus. 

Though Shelley has cudgel'd the Oxford school 

And Byron has made the whole world a fool 

They would barter their cunning their verses and wit 

For a slice of our breakfast , could they get a bit. * 

Chorus. 

*») SONG OF FLORA. 



For me the plants of yon parterre 
Their fragant eyes unclose: 



, 



(*) The aathor hereof is unVuowo, but the song remaiDB in MS And the editor 
recollect! the very af^eable Breakfast Parties to which it alludes. In anno 18 IS. 



(6) 

And first the snowdrop cold and clear , 

That greets departing snows ; 
Then comes the crocus token sure 

Of primaveral day ; 
Then primroses that can endure 

On all the banks till May. 

Then let me roam the shadowy dell 

Beneath her milder sky ; 
"Where violets give the fragant vale 

A blue embroidery. 
The while the seasons onward press, 

And Flora paints the lawn , 
Anon the leaves spring on the trees 

Which blossoms sweet adorn. 

The perl acacias light peagrecn, 

The ash's greyer hue , 
The larch and fir so lively seen , 

The pine of darkening blue ; 
The oak whose boughs scarce cast a shade , 

The deep umbrageous elm , 
The sycamore , the noble beech , 

The mastic , and the holm ; 

The aspen s silvery whispering leaves , 

That answer Zephyr's sighs; 
The chesnut, and the aeschylus, 

That penetrate the skies ; 



(7) 

The airy birch the forest's beau; 

The mountain ash the belle ; 
The hazel copses green that show 

Their new leaves in the dell ; 

The tulip tree with smooth broad leaves^ 

The hornbeam , and the plane ; 
The poplar that its spiral waves. 

To Maia's fan again. 
There o'er yon clear translucid pool 

Where sportive fishes swim , 
The weeping willow hangs its cool 

Boughs drooping to the brim. 

The blossomed orchard and the vine 
Have too their charms for me ; 

The sweet briar , and the eglantine , 

Again I joy to see. 

Chorus 
These are the beauties of the Spring , 

And while it doth remain , 
Let all the graces dance and sing ^ 

Till winter come again. 

(4) SPRING SONG IN 1820. 



Now returns the blooming spring , 
Flora treads the smiling plain , 

Zephyrus with musky wing 
Fans the flowery mead again. 



(8) 

Primrose pale and violet blue, 
Scented woodbine , lily fair , 

Muskrose bathed in morning dew , 
With rich odours fill the air. 

Meadows fresh with daisies trim , 
Shady banks with harebell blue , 

Groves where bu-ds are carolling , 

Towering pines where turtles coo. 

Chorus. 
To you I delicate my hours , 

Lovely May ; then grant to me 
To kiss thee , drest in all thy flowers , 

Neath the shade of yonder tree. 



t^) SONG TO SUMMER. 



Hail , rural Goddes of delight ! 

I woo thy smiles from morn to night ; 

Now no more rude Eurus blows 

O'er mountains of congealed snows ; 

But thy faire handmaid Ipvely Maic 

Treads the fresh lawns and leads the waie. 

Now , at Flora's earlie call , 

The meadows greene and rallies all 

Pour forth their variegated flowers , 

To regale the sportive Hours. 



( 9) 

Hence then let me fly the crowde 

Of busy men, and seke the woode , 

With some Dryad of the grove, 

By shades of elm and oak to rove , 

Till some , sequestered spot we find , 

There, on violet bank reclined , 

We fly the Day Star's burning heate , 

Which cannot reach our green retreate; 

While Zephyr , with light whispering breeze 

Softly rustles in the trees ; 

And , upon his muskie wing , 

Doth a thousand odours bring 

From the bloming mead below, 

Where cowshps sweet and daisies blow , 

And from out her grassie bed 

The harebell hangs her nodding head ; 

Hard bye , some purling stream beside , 

Where limpid waters gently glide , 

Iris shows her painted woof 

Of variegated hues , windproof , 

And with water lillies there , 

The Nymphs and Naids braid, their haire; 

And from out their leafie haunt , 

The birds their varied matins chant. 

Then 5 sweet Nymph, at eventide, 

Let us roam the brook beside , 

While the lovelorn nightingale 

Sadlie sings the woods ymel , 



(10) 

Till the bittern's booming note 
er the sounding mashes flote , 
And the ominous owls do erie, 
While luckless bats are flitting bye ; 
Then before the midnight houre , 
When ghostlie sprites and pizgies coure , 
We will betake us to our cot , 
And be it there, Sleep , our lot , 
To rest in balmie slumbering , 
Till the next cock his matin ring. 

(«) BONNIE MARIE JEAN. 



Mi mither bad me , when a lad , 

To gang and get a wife , 
At first I thought , 'twad drive me mad , 

An plague me out o' life, 
But since on wedlock she was bent, 

I wad nae gie her pain^ 
So linkia o'er the muir I went 

To seek for Marie Jean. 

Chorus. 

For Marie Jean was ever dear 

I lud her bonny een 
An fiird a glass o toddy clear 

An drank to Marie Jean. 



(H ) 

Mi mither said the scheme was wild 

A puir roan's bairn to wed ; 
I pleaded she was naeman's ehild 

Sin Dad an Mam were dead j 
But she wad sen me into toun , 

To fit the wcddin ring 
An seek a lassie wha renoun 

And miekle gowd cad bring. 

Chorus. 

I ran to Marie's hallan dear, 

To tak a guid farewell , 
She blaw'd the mirkie inkle clear , 

As I the tale did tell; 
The duddie wee things toddled roun 

An sairlie weepin stood , 
For it brake their heart to see me part 

Frae her I fein had woo'd 

Chorus. 

Puir Marie grat wi sorin face 

I had been all her bliss , 
Wi miekle grace , ane fond embrace 

She gae , an mony a kiss : 
Auld Tray sae laith to see me gae , 

Had left his bane at hame , 
His snowkin sonsie face wad say — 

Come back to Marie Jean. 

Chorus. 



(12) 

I roam'd about the ftauntin toun , 

But neer a girl cad find , 
Mid a the lasses blond or brown , 

Sae winnin fair an kind : 
Ilk jaukin jade o' lairdlie pride 

With plumes upon her head , 

Eer she ane month liad been a bride , 

Disgraced the nuptial bed. 

Chorus. 

Sae sick o' toun an a' tlie great 

A nee mair I hither came 

Wi Marie's lot to join my fate 

And seek a swinker's hame ; 

I plac'd her on my pantin breast 

A fiernt o' want an pain , 

An joy'd to be sae fondly pressd 

By bonnie Marie Jean, Chorus. 

(7) ADDRESS TO TWA TUMBLER PIDGEONS. 



Twa too confiding lentless fowls! 

What boots it that when danger scowls 

Ye hae escap'd the fauks an owls 

As ye were able 

An ilka nightlie graip that prowls 

In hoif or stable. 

* Tiiis odo was Avriiten for one of ihe Animals Friend Society, on the occasion 
of seing kiilM two tame pidgeons who had escaped beneath a woodin 
oayering, afterwards serve'd up in sauce for dinner. 

Sunday Oct. 15 1841. 



(13) 

Wi Fortune's heels ye canna grapple. 
And wlien she thraws ye'r gawsie thrapple, 
What gain , that ye kent how to tapple 

On whirr in wing. 
For soon in grease y'er bluid maun papple 

An hiss an sing. 

A like fate waits on man's ambition 
Wha to this Goddess maks petition : 
How off she hurls him to perdition , 

Or treads him doun , 
"Wi scantie gain and court fruition 

And wee renoun! 
The tawdrie blooms these gardens yield, 
The humble fiouris o' the field 
Corn rigs an buskie shaws can shield 

Gainst whirlwind's strife , 
"While ye below man's treachVous bield , 

Hae lost y'er life. 
So ilk auld cowclynk o' the toun 
The shochlin jad an cappit loun 
Long lire to plague : but ah too soon 

The patriot falls 
An neath Bellonas iron shoon 

Expiring squalls ! 

Troth I did greet to hear ye squeelin , 
And when beneath my reekie ceilin 
Wi smoutie hands the lass was peelin 

Your bonnie crest 



(14) 

I amaist wish'd the deedthraw stealin 

O'er. her ain breast! 

What law gies mortal man to trench 
On Nature's rights, to fat his painch 
An glut his maw wi gore and stench, 

Like cannibals, 
Yet hope wi coward prayer to wrench 

Ope Heaven's portals! 

The limmer floyt, the cringin knave, 
The worm that gaws us in the grave, 
Or shark that wars o'er billow'd wave, 

By hunger driven , 
Hae better chance their sauls to save 

An gang to Heaven. 

Then leave it to the savage crowd 
To tak that life the Gude bestow'd 
It wordis men wi wot endow'd 

To be me mair human. 
The fruyts o' yeerd are proper food 

For man or woman. 

So now farewell my luckless birdies,^ 
When the three Sisters on my hurdies 
Shall jimp , my prayer and partin word is , 

Above I fly 
For tho' my pass the cauld kirk yaird is , 

My harness on high. 



( 15) 

Nor may the Deil e'er fry and roast 

My cannie pow an branit coist , 

Like yours, when I be pinch't and crosd 

Wi wounds internal , 
Nor serve me up a savourie toast 

In sauce infernal. 

ON A MOUSE ACCIDENTALLY KILLED. 



B 



Alas ! wee cowVing donsie mouse , 

How soon y'er leelang day is o'er! 
Yestreen , about my lawly house , 

Ye prank and play'd, frae door le door ; 
And pick'd the crumbs o'barley cake 

That frae yer mistress' table fell, 
Then firolickit for pastime's sake , 

Unscar'd by flunkies sounding bell. 
Yer life, though short, was fu enjoyed, 

Nor had ye ony cares to fret ye , 
Nor fear'd ye , while wi' her ye toy'd , 

The slaughtering tread o' primsie Betty 
Ah! were mine ain nae harder lot! 

To breathe the weary air a* day , 
A myrmidon at Fortune's feet , 

To cringe and fawn my time away! 
Right wotting a' the ruefu' pain 

The chequered life o' man attcndin , 



(16) 

To me ilk flowret blaws in vain , 

On youth its balmy fragrance spendin ! 

Then let me drown my cares in wine, 
And let me, while I live, carouse, 

And by my deedthraw short like thine, 
My life as simple, luckless mouse ! | | 

(9) HET KIND EN DE WIND. 



In Rotterdam een kleen kind , 
Tusschen het water cii den wind, 

Omwcnden is gevallen, 
Het was een wys en lustig kind , 
En onderdaenig acn den wind , 

En voldaen was te vaelen , 
En had zoo aen den wind gezeyd , 
Ik vallen als myn kindermeyd , 

In 't water is gevallen , 
Die kleen ried aen biese stand, 
Als grooten boom met sterken band, 

Met wind staet neer te vallen. * 



I I In ipring 1843, 
* Impromptu at Rotterdam 1840. 



( 17) 
>) SONG. 

Chorus. 
Frae the muchkins flotoin brink 

Fill the siller taiJoHe O 
Ilka maun to tither drink ^ 

And then I kiss my lassie 
Cosie roun this inkle bright. 

Fondly pressed by Marie , 
The snarlin warl, for m>e, to nighty 

May a' gae topseltearie 0. 

As erst I saw y'er sonsie face 
An form sae tall an fairie , 

I sue'd for ane dear fond embrace, 
To mak the warl less* drear ie 0. 

A cannie hour had made ye mine , 
The first caress my dearie 0, 

Gave life a second waking prime 

To dawn on me and Marie 0. 

Chorus. 

Aye when ye kindled in my breast 

Fond love an warm desire , 
It seem'd that Psyche had impressed 

Young Cupid's heart o' fire ; 
The bonnie blink o' y'er blue een 

Was then Aurora dawning 0, 
Which shon , like Hope's bright ray , between 

Dark night and purple morning 0. 

Chorus. 
2. 



(IS) 

It was in Aprils primrose vales , 

On buskit braes an pansies 0, 
Y'er sighs, like Zephyr's scented gales, 

Breath'd promise to my £aticies O. 
The lily deck'd y'er bosom fair, 

Y'er cheeks were blushing ros6s 0. 
The snood that bound y'er bonny hair 

Was Flora's wreath o' posies 0. 

Chorus. 

Y'er koussenbands o' rosy braid 

Were webster Love's ain weaving O; 

As roun your feet tlie hawthorn shed 
The blosoms o' May's leaving O. 

The zone that wad y'er bosom brace 
Maun be o' Hynien's twining 0. 

Sin Virtue iti y'er bonny faca 
Kens her Hin mirrour shilling 0. 

Chorus. 

When first ye gied the balmy kiss, 

Mid pleasure's many phases , 
Nae moment ever equal'd this , 

Wi Venus and the Graces 0. 
Then gie me , Marie , millions mair , 

Wi many dear embraces 0. 
For kisses , tho' on lips sae fair , 

Nae leave behind their traces 0. 

Chorus. 



( 19 ) 

Oft when ye v^ lUtit me to d^ep 

My lullit senses cbenUng O, 
Y'er teeth , like flocks o' maeing sheep , 

Seem'd snawy lambies bleating 0. 
Then rich or puir or sick or weel , 

ril ever lo'e my Marie O, 
For ilka greeting maks me feel 

That she maun be my dearie 0. 

Chorus* 

As that ill omen'd night drew nigh , 

Our hearts m grief sair throbbing 0^ 
It were as if the west wind's sigh 

Was wet wi showers o' sobbin O , 
An when the leesing kiss ye gae , 

Then tore awa wi trouble O^ 
Y'er par tin footsteps seem'd to me, 

To burst life's empty bubble 0. 

Chorus. 

But leeze me, sin again we meet, 
For naething mair Fm grenin , 
An a' the days pass unco sweet , 

By thinkin o' the e'enin 0. 
And now life's bark may crowd her sail , 
, Again Fm wi my dearie 0. 
Nae a' the coofis that rant an rail 
Can reef her topsail, Marie 0« 

CAoruSm 



(20) 

They strire to faynd my lo e astray 

Wi jades an giglets manie 0. 
The braws o' Bessie blythe an gay, 

The auburn locks o' Annie 0. 
But tho' I ken the charms of a' 

My heart is yet contrary 
An, darklins aye , I slink awa , 

To steal a kiss frae Marie 0. 

Chorus. 






<"> SONG. 



TuNB Come Juuie to the wedding ^ 

The nuts are now ripe and the flouris yet blawin , 
The linnet still sings in the bonny green shaw , 

But Tm naething the better that autumn is glawin, 
I'm freezin like winter : for Mimmie's awa. 

By the clusterin vine I sit sulkily smokin 
Ilk puff o' tobacco , ick riek that I draw 

Seems to say — How fond hopes have a' finished wi crokin, 

How prospects , like Mimmie, are flitten awa ! 

Chorus, 

My setter an messins are snif&n an snowkin , 
Now stroanin on stanes, an now huntin in ha, 

But they naething turn up wi their grubbin an howkin 
That happits their maister now Mimmie's awa! 

How oft hae^we sat,^while the welkin was snawin, 
Sae sung by my^ sootie auld lum at our ease : 



(21 ) 

How oftea hae slray'd where the yellow broom blawin 
Had gladdened the valley an gilded the braes! 

Chorus. 

But the' she is gaen , an tlie rush o* the waters , 
That jawp in the rink o' the murmurring burn , 

Seem to moan that the dearest o' Ylandria's daughters 
Still tarries awa , still delays her return ; 

Hark the winter is sped an the spring flowers comin , 
The sweet siller maybush enlivens the glen , 

The heather now blooms an the bees are a' hummin 

An Nature and Mimmie come hither agen. 

Chorus. 

See Flora spreads out her new carpet before her , 

The cowslips rejoice as she links o'er the lea , 
So ill bend on you violet bank to adore her , 

Right glad that the simmer is smilin on me. 
An since the sun keeks thro' the tempest that lowers , 

Gome catch the stray beam, while it lightens the glen; 
Anquaif a wee glass wi the rosy crownd'd Hours, 

An bail my dear Mimmie come hither agen. 

GeoRrs . 

Then down ivi the sneers d this warl an its bother^ 
"While nightingales sing in the fnusical grove, 

Auld Clootie may carry dull Care to the other ^ 
ff^hen we are sae favoured by Venus an Love ! 



(22) 
("* SONG, 



Air : Moif^s wife o* Aldovalloch. 

Julie's dog o' whoopy wallow 
Julie's dog o* muckle valour 
Wat ye how he bay'd al me 
As I cam whistling o'er the fallow. 
She said, my spousle, if ye like, 

The setter s yours sae blythe an bonny 
But oh the floytia faithless tyke 

Ha taen the wife an jilted Tomraie. 

Chorus. 

Julies dog o muokle valour 
Julie s dog o' whoopy wallow 
Wat ye /u>w he hayd at me, 
j4s I cam whistling oer the fallow. 

he had bright amber een 

Howe ! his bark was deep and mellow ! 
Happy I , if I had gaen 

Huntin wi this charmin fellow. 

ChoruMp 
His lugs were long, bis spots were clear , 
His howkin snout was sharp an cannie , 
His gawsie tail and sonsie air 

Prove he was bred as high as any 

Chorus. 



(23) 

O he can loop o'er dyke an sleugh, 

The muircock through the fen can follow , 

Shepherds ken his bow wow wow 
Soundin frae the hill an hollow. 

Chorus. 
then ril buy me mony a hound, 

An pack , wi horn , the game well follow 
• And sniff and make the braes resound 
"Wi bow wow Wow and loud view hadlow 

Chorus. 
JvXi^M dog a' ickoopy wallow , 
Juliets dog o muckle valour 
Let hin bay me, bow wow wow^ 
When I am huntin o'er the fallow^ 

<*^) INFANTINE RECOLLECTIONS. 



In fancy how dear are the scenes of my childhood 

Which old recollections recall to my riew; 
My own little garden, its plants, and the wild wood, 

The old paper kite that my infancy flew. 
The cool shady elm grove, the pond that was by it 

My small plaything mill where the rain torrent fell; 
My father's pot garden , the drying ground nigh it. 

The old wooden pump by the melon ground well. 
That Portugal laurel I hail as a treasure , 

For often in summer , when tired of play , 



(24) 

I found its thick shade a most exquisite pleasure , 

And sat in its boughs my long lessons to say , 
There I first thought my sholarship somewhat advancing, 

And^ turning my lilly right down on its back, 
While my thirst for some drink the sun's beams were 

enhacing , 

I shouted out learnedly — Da mihi lac. 
Jio image more dear than the thought of tliese baubles 

Gliigs , pegtops and whiptops , and infantine games; 
The grassplot for ball , and the yewwalk for marbles , 

That leads to a temple which nobody names. 
Those three renown'd poplars j by summer winds waved , 

By Tom, Ben, and Ned, that were planted of yore, 
Twixt the times that these wights were first breech'd and 

first shaved , 

May now be hewn down , and may waver no more ! 

How well I remember, when spring flowers were blowing, 

With rapure I crept the first crocuses there 
Life seemed like a lamp in eternity glowing, 

Mor dreamt I that all the green boughs would be sear. 
In summer , while feasting on currants and cherries , 

And roving through strawberry beds with delight , 
I thought not of autumn's grapes, nuts , and blackberries, 

Nor of ivydeck'd winter cold shivering in white , 
E'en in that frosty season, my grand father's hall in, 

In used to sit turning the electric machine , 
And taking , from schockbottles , schocks much les galling, 

If sharper, than those of my manhood I ween. 



(25) 

The chesQuts I picked up and flung in the fires , 

The evergreens gathered the hot coals to choke 
Made reports that were emhlems of blown up desires , 

And warm glowing hopes that have ended in smoke. 
How oft have I sat on the green bench astonished , 

To gaie at Orion in Night's sliady car , 
By the starspangled sky's magic lantern admonished ^ 

Of time and of space that were distant afar! 
But now , when embarked on Life's troubled ocean , 

While Hope with her anchor stands up on the bow , 
May Fortune take care of my skiff put in motion , 

Nor sink me when coyly she step on the prow. 

AoDO 1S24* 

a«) IMITATION OF THE RANZ DES VACHES. 

Anno 1827. 

When shall I return to the Land of the Mountains, 

The lakes and the Rhone that is lost in the earth , 
Our sweet little hamlets, our villages, fountains, 

The flowerclad rocks of the place of my birth ? 
O when shall I see my old garden of flowers , 

Dear Emma the sweetest of blooms in the glade , 
And the rich chesnut grove where we pass'd the long hours 

With tabor and pipe, while we danc'd in the shade 
When shall I revisit the land of the mountains, 

Where all the fond objects of memory meet ; 
The cows that would follow my voice to the fountains^ 

The lambs that I call'd to the shady retreat. 



(26) 

My father , my mother ^ my sister and brother ; 

My all that was dear in this valley of tears ; 
My palfrey grow old , but there's ne'er such another 

My dear dog , still faithful , tho' stricken in years. 
The vesper bell tolling , the loud thunder rolling ; 

The bees that humm'd round the tall vinemantrd tree , 
The smooth waters margin whereon we were strolling , 

"When evening painted its mirrour for me. 
And shall I return to this scenery never 

These objects of infantine glory and love? 
O tell me , my dear Guardian Angel , that ever 

Floats nigh me, safe guide to the regions above. * 



RANZ DES VAGHES. 

* Quand roTerrai-je un jour, 

Tou8 lea objeta de mon amour, 

Noi clairs ruuseaux, 

Noi hameaux , 

Kos cdteaux, 

Kof montagnet, 

£t Vornement de nos montagnes, 

U si gentille Isabeau? 

Baot Tombre d'un ormeau, 

Quand danserai^je au aoii du Gbolumetu ? 

Quand rererrai-je un jour , 

Tout les objetf d« mon amour 

Mon pdre. 

Ma mire 
Mon frdre. 

Ma loeor 

Mea troupeaus, 

Mon chien chdri 

Mei agneaus. 

Ma ohire Harie. 

Ma bergire. 



(27) 
<"> A FALSE HALLOW. JAN 1820. 



Brtght was the morning, and Thursday the day, 
Two brothers in Essex to hunt rode away ; 
Twas at Thorney Down Common the hounds were to meet, 
And the Squire was there all the hunters to greet. 

Tallyo, Tallyo, Tallyo, Tallyo-^-o-o-o, clft. 

The banker was mounted on a pert little bay, 
The doctor he rode a mare active and grey ; 
Through Woodford and Loughton they both take their course, 
While John rode abaft on a wounded bay horse. 

Tallyo, Tallyo, etc. 
As the church clock of Eppiug eleven did sounds 
The hunt all assembled , went forth from the ground j 
Aflter drawing seven covers, and finding no vermin, 
They returned from the course ; and to home did determine 

Tallyo , Tallyo , etc. 
But while onward they jogged, and for hunting good lack, 
They heard the hounds open; and the Whi pper in crack, 
At last came Sir Renard beside of the road , 
So the banker sung out most tremendously loud. 

Tallyo , Tallyo. 
They followed the chase for an hour and more; 
And lost the Fox just as the daylight was oer. 
When mistaking the plumes of a goose, Ned, anon 
Sung out the view holloa, — the hounds were set on; 

Tallyo, Tallyo. 



(28) 

When the huntsman found ont there was really no fox , 

He hollowed out, Zounds tis a confounded hoax; 

He turned and went on , hut the doctor and banker 

"Went home , for they found there was nothing but rancour. 

Tallyo, Tally o. 

At the Baldfiaced Stag they halted awhile, 

And got a few biscuits the time to beguile, 

But coming home dark they near lost the right way, 

Their dinner, and also about at the play, 

Tallyo, Tallyo. 

Sbouhl the banker some day take it into his head; 
To leave hunting, and chase some fair vixon instead; 
May he ne'er be deceived, and when too lake to choose; 
Discover the game he has taillied's a goose. 

Tallyo, Tallyo. 



(»») HENHAM BELLS. 

AT QUEIfBOn, AUG. 1810. 



Hark! now I hear those evening bells 
What doleful tales their music tells, 
Of comfort past, of hours mispent, 
Of ^outh to senseless vices lent ; 
Of childish joys in days of yore. 
Of merry playmatesnow no more; 
Of all that frightful change of things 
Which each succeeding season brings. 



(29) 

Softly ring on, melodious peal, 

Your soft persuasive strains I feel, 

Which give refreshment to the soul , 

By calling to its proper goal. 

For though each soul entrancing knell 

Seems some fair image lost to tell, 

Of love entomb'd, of friendship dead, 

Of infant hopes for ever fled; 

And calls to mind the early time 

When first I heard your melting chime , 

At life's and daylight's infant dawn^ 

When cocks first blew the trump of morn , 

And first I sallied forth to play , 

Free , on a festive holiday. 

Since which old times, the silvery head 

Of fond paternal counseFs dead ; 

The child that was the evening star 

Of youthful passtime dwells afar; 

The trusty dog, my father's pride. 

Is swallowed in time's gulphing tide; 

And fierce Erynnis tramples down 

Those childish hopes we now disown. 

Yet still, oh! soft melodious bells, 

A tale of joy your music tells 

To faithful flocks assembled here , 

To drink of holy water clear. 

For in the dusky cloister damp, 

Where Vigilance hath lit her lamp, 



( 30 ) 

The white wing'd angel Hope appears/ 
And my desponding genius cheers , 
And says, « Hark! yet the tuneful bells 
Are sounding still their magie spells , 
That quell all harms , and call the sheep ; 
The vigils of pure Faith to keep; 
And cheer the soul to hold in view , 
For faithful flocks « green pastures new ; 
In those fair realms , fair Virtue's seat , 
Where kindred souls again will meet 
The taper steeple point the way, 
The cock upon the vane doth say, 
Tliou follow me, not turning round 
To every blast that sweeps ground : 
But , by a watchfulness on high , 
Bend to the spirit of the sky. 
Then jingle on, ye mellow bells, 
Of many hopes your music tells, 



<«) EPITHALAMIUM. 1816. 



Salve grado Himeno 
Ya Hespero en el cielo 
Enciende fiel consuelo 
La vela del amor. 
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Llega all^ Selina 
A su caro marido 
Roxeante en el vestido 
De carinoso ardor. 
Como en las florestas 
Temprana y dichosa 
£s la sagrada rosa 
Pintada por Amor. 
O Musas di Helicone 
Euterpe y Clio amada 
Con veslra voz sagrada 
Gentais en su honor. 
Las dias di verano 
Maja y pintada Flora 
Pingan la terra ahora 
Con vario color. 
Felix felix marido 
A te echa sus brazos 
En amorosos lazos 
Objecto del amor. 

(*7) ALLA SANTA VERGINE. 1827 



Salye, del cielo sovrana, 
Bianca Stella matutina, 
Degli angioli regina, 
Fonte del divin amor ; 

Salre, della grazia piena, 



(32) 

Fra le donne ben stimata, 
Sposa figliuola nata 

Madre vera del Signer; 
SoTazio del pecatori, 
Dei smarriti Cinosura , 
Lume cbiaro, luce pura^ 
E perfetta castita; 
Palma della pazienza, 
Soave cassia odorata, 
Gedro dolce bene amata 
Deir eterna carita ; 
n serpente, gia calcato 
Sotto i Yostri pie*, dolente, 
Nella testa serba sempre 
L'alta impronta di bont&. 
Maria , per me ora . 
AUegra la mia sorte, 
E neir ora della morte 
Fa morire in fidelta. 

0») IMPROMPTU, 

WH1US asgbsbihg in a ballooh, April 30 1831. 

Adieu, queer tiny speck of eartb, adieu! 

Aloft I fly to seek a wortheir lot , 
midst countless suns, and comets not a few, 

And seem^ dim planet, to regret thee not! 
Thou, whose rough surface is encased in mist 

Hiding each vice and woe to mortals given 



(33) 

If thou wert blotted out , wouldsl scarce be miss d , 

Among the million brighter stars of Heaven. 
Yet as I view rich Flora's gaudy train 

Of newly budding leaves and blossoms sweet, 
I almost long to be aground again, 

To spread the carpet for young Malays feet ; 
And to incite her to some shady bower , 

Lattic'd with amorous woodbine and muskrose, 
While the gay woodlark cheer d each passing hour, 

And court her favours in secure repose. 
I seem enshrin'd on high in ruby clouds 

That draw their goldenfringed curtains round, 
Above the noise and stir of mortal crowds, 

Like grovelling insects, crawling on the ground. 

what a panoramic 3cene around 

Of chequer'd fields , green woods and silver brooks , 
And such a stillness that the smallest sound 

Makes Silence startle as she downward looks ! 
Let Phaeton Apollo's chariot guide, 

Scan the Empyrean and fire the Sky ; 

1 under NighVs dark cowl my head must hide. 
Or fall , like Icarus who soar'd too high : 

So , Doedalus , inspher'd in silken sack , 

Swell not thy crest too big with new renown , 

But, warn'd by Helle who broke Phryxus' back, 
Curb thy bold flight and timely bring me down , 

"With wife and child and dog and friends to sup , 
Return'n about as wise as I went up ! 



(34) 
(") SONG. 

Chorus # 

In the woodbine's secret bower 
Meet me in a canny hour; 
Wi ye alane my heart can cower 
My mair than dear ain Marie. 

Tune: 27ie Lata o* Gownie, 



A bee that sips a rosy flower, 
Washed in a muskie scented shower, 
In simmer evening's dainty hour, 
Sucks honey sweet and cheerie. 
But sweeter sweeter far than this, 

r 

Was true lure's dear untainted kiss, 

When first I stole ambrosial bliss 

Frae lips o' bonny Marie. 

Chorus. 

Then roam nae mair for foreign blooms, 
To deck y'er garlands an saloons, 
An scent y'er cauld an murkie rooms 

To me sae dull an drearie. 
Her cheeks can show a fadeless rose,^ 
Upon her breast the lily blows, 
An aye my ain a heartsease glows. 

When pressed by bonny Marie. 

Chorus* 
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Why gather pearls on India's lands, 

Or gang for gems where Nyssa stands? 

Why ding for coral neath the sands , 

Wi mnd and waye contrary? 

The teeth in her wee mou that lie 

Are pearls in coral set, for me, 

An jewels, ane in ilka e'e, 

Gie light to bonny Marie. 

Chorus. 

Why seek beneath Italian skies, 
A clime that rosy health defies, 
Gome catch the canty hour that flies , 

An dinna be too wary. 
For me lore maks a^ climates clear. 
When, in her cosie hallan dear 
In hamely ha, by ingle's cheer, 

I kiss my bonny Marie. 

Chorus. 

If winter's wind around us howl 

Or black'ning clouds abo'e us scowl 

We fill the gawsy wassail bowl 

An quaff a wee drap , dearie. 

An when in spring young Flora strays 

Where gowden broom decores the ways, 

And heather blooms on a' the braes 

I gae abroad wi Marie. 

Chorus. 
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IVe roam'd beaeath the azure skien 

By fabled Tybur's margin green 

Where trit an beauty grace th^ scene 

But still my heart was drearie. 

So toward hame I set my sail , — 

"Where Zampa wags his swirlie tail 

An runs the fond caress to hail 

Of me and bonny Marie. 

Chorue. 

Then let me hope, when life shall close 
An we in grassie swaird repose , 
Wi kindred saul in social cose 

To meet aloft my dearie. 
As least the Gude forgie the prayer 
That mounts to Heaven wi mony a tear — 
« The wee while I maun tarry here 

I may be bless'd wi Marie. )) 

Feb. 1845. 

(2^) SONG. 

IMPROMPTU INTENDED FOR MR. W» AUBERSOII OF CHELSEA GARBEIf , 
FOR THE FLORAL FEAST 24 MAT, BEINGTHE BIRTHDAY 

OF LlNNiSUS. 



Tone John Andtrton tny Joe* 

A health lo ye auld friend , Man , 
I'll greet yc while I can , 
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For Tgin wi eld to bend Man , 

Thro* life's loo little span; 
Sin a the dainty plants, Man, 

That now begin to blow , 
Ca' back our early haunts, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

Time was when we were young, Man, 

An baith hae seen some fun, 
"We hae tipple'd lo'ed and sung, Man, 

But now sic days are done : 
To a in dear lass we baud , Man , 

An for her we are fou , 
She is bonny Flora ca'd, Man, 

Will Andersom my Jo 

She is a tawdry jad, Man, 

For ilka loun to dress , 
But ye are sic a sad Man , 

Ye woo her nae the less 
Ye court her sonsie smile , Man , 

Where daisy'd meadows blow ^ 
An wi her ye r time beguile , Man , 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

In braws she now is dress d , Man , 
Which autumn's win' shall tine , 
Yet we bear her on our breast , Man^ 

When we gang out to dine. 
An tho' our spring is gaen , Man , 
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Our b! maun shortly go , 
Her bloom is yet our ain . Man , 
Will Anderson my Jo ! 

We've rambled mony a day, Man 

O'er Highland rock an glen, 
An link'd oer Lawland lea, Man, 

Where we'll nae gang again ; 
On sunny braes we've play'd, Man, 

Where lucken gowans grow , 
But we win down to the shade, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo! 

We've seann'd the mountain brow Man, 

And rov'd bj Ayr an Doun , 
But now we feeble graw Man^ 

An hirple into toun; 
Still our inkle cheek is free, Man, 

When mirth an toddy flow. 
So here's a health to ye Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

Aye the' our youth be fled^ Man, 

Our blossom gaen to seed , 
Our trees their leaves hae shed , Man , 

We ken our ways to weed ; 
Our senses still are clear, Man, 

If siller deck the pow, 
An Maia's smiles are dear, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 
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For us the lark yet sings , Man , 

The piper still can play, 
Ilk season something brings, Man 

Altho' we're grawing gray. 
So lunt a wee wi' me, Man, 

An lilt as on we go, 
An a tawsy tak wi glee , Man , 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

My daddie's life is sped, Man, 

My unckle's on his bier, 
My bousie tyke is dead , Man , 

My Minnie lingers here, 
Guid friends still bide wi us , Man , 

Wha botanizing go, 
So ye maun still be first Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

Rare specimens we've seen , Man , 

Whas petals long are cast. 
An canna help but grene, Man, 

That olden time is past 
Donn , Aiton , Smith an Banks , Man ,' 

Are gaen where we maun go : 
Still to the Gude be thanks, Man, 

Will Anderson my Jo ! 

T. F. 

Brusef 94 Peb. 1845. 



(40) 

(«*) SONG. 

Ae day Friar Phillip said, lad , if you please, 
Ye may gang for a walk wi ye'r master 

An tak a sly peep at the warl as it is, 
Twill mak yeV genius flow faster 

I've nae other meaning iu ganging abroad 
Than to pleasure an ease to be dieing 

fiit an brat!s a! I want, an the cross in my load 

the Gude forgive him for lieing. (bia)* 

But while we were toddling on to a shrine , 

We met wi a troop o' young lasses 
A puing the blossoms sae bonny an fine, 

What a sight for twa sanctified asses ! 

tell me wha's coming guid Eather , said I , 

1 feel as o' lo'e I were dieing 

< Tis a flock o' green geese frae the burnie just by. » 
the Gude forgie him for lieing. {bis)* 

Guid father, quoth I, they are cosie and tame ; 
If these be the geese o' y'er waters, 

1 wad rather tak ane o' the goslings hame 
Than the fairest o' Israel's daughters, 

The game is a' wild , said the monk in a rage , 

Tis a sin to be wishey an prying 
They are nane o' 'em birds that can live in a cage. 

the Gude forgive him for lieing^ (bis). 



He fain wad hae bound ine , h^ aye I broke loose : 

Cupid iilvi^^ys is snapping his tether, — 
« It seems to me^ father, that lassie and goose 

Maun surely be birds o' ae feather ; » 
Nae nae quoth tho Friar, now quite in a pet 

As he wiley the damsels was e'eing, — 
They are geese without flesh and na fit for my net: 

O the Crude forgive him for lieing. {bis). 

the whole o' the flock was s^e bonny and fair 

Wi feathers baith gawsie ai|d crested, 
An a neat cock' a noddy atop o' the hair 

By love an by Venus invested, 
So I said daddy hypocrite gic me release , 

"Wi the flock o' fair swimmers to wander, 
Fm willing to ca' them a' geese i£ ye please, 

An jfGad I am off OfS the gander. {bis). 

SONG. (22) 

THE iEOIIAIf HAEP. 



Tonb: The harp of Tarawa Hall. March. 1. 1S45. 

A harp in lorn Ovopas vale, 
Qpng high upon the spray. 

An unseen spirit o' tlie gale 
Breathed on that harp to play : 

I ask'd her why sae sweet a string 



5. 
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"Was drawn by sic a ban* 
Sbe answerd, <c tidings glad to bring- 
The birth o' bonny Ann ! 

I sat me doun an grat forlorn 

On primrose bank to sleep, 
For well I Lent that wha was born , 

Was anely born to weep, 
I saw on green Ovoca's brae 

The portrait life o' man,' 
An as the spirit gan to play 

I liltit thus for Ann* 

bard unseen that stikes the chord 

An moves the vocal air. 
Assist my vow that Nature's Lord 

May bless a babe sae fair. 
An if there's aught o' guid in prayer 

To change life's chequer'd plan, 
Waft now my lay aloft on air, 

To plead for bonny Ann. 

Ye pansy blooms sae sparklin' seen 

In bright enammcU'd hue, 
Gae, gie to her dear sonsie een 

Y'er ain celestial blue. 
An may yon snowdrop o' the dell, 

Wee, modest, pale, an wan. 
Its milk white virtue lend, as well, 

To chasten bonny Ann, 



(43) 

The lily o* the vale maun grace 

Her breast as £air as snow ; 
Then may the hearssease find a place 

On her dear bosom too : 
The rose will sure her cheeks adorn , 

When way'd by Zephyr's fan; 
An may kind heav'en forbid the thorn 

To tear the heart of Ann. 

Here Scotland's lads an Britain's boys « 

Her friends, together meet, 
An e'en the Belgian pilgrim joys 

To bend before her feet; 
Will triple tones then bless the Iif6 

O' Freedom's father Dan , 
Sin mother Erin brings, to night, 

Sae sweet a bairn as Ann. 

GEZANG. (23) 

YEBZOEK AEN EEKE JOKGYEOIJW OM EEII GIAS WTN TE BRINKEN 

EN OM TE BANSEN. 



Goede gezondheid, goede vriend^ 
Die komen hier van daeg, 

Voor lestes jares slechten eind , 
Vergoeding zeker maekt, 

Brengt dan die chrystal glazen klaer 
Zy dan gelukkig, man, 



(44) 

Eh iseitehkt tuft btfef de bekcars vol 

Van dd^6s jaMii kdn« 

« 
Als Try aeii tafel zitten rond, 

£n klein zanggoden zingt, 
Die onze hooge ouderdom 

Tcrug naer jongheid brengt. 
Terwyl die meid van Brugge zingt, 

Met schoone lieden Llein , 
Yoot ons te drinkeh Antia briDgt, 

lu grooteh ^haten , t^y)n. 

Terwyl by drinkt, dan ider man, 

In goede en schoone lied 
Mel luider stemme zingen kan 

Brugge*8 aenvallig meid, 
Terwyl by drinkt, terwyl by klinkt 

Met galmen bekerklank 
Apollo, Venus, Liefde zingt, 

Mimie zoo schoone en vrank. 

juweel, glinsterend als star 

Myn lief, myn schoonste meid, 
Uw Yoetstappen zyn parel klaer 

Op ley ens weg geleid. 
Met my op maet in dezen kadt 

Danst dan zacht als een lam ; 
Opwekt, myn hart is al in brand 

Siaept niet dan by de vlam. 



( 45) 

(24) ON THE FADING ROSE. 



On Julia's brow why fades the rose, 

Late so richly glowing? 
Why now the lily yellow grows 

On her £air bosom blowing? 
Ah now the vernal time is oer, 

Springs gay blossoms smile no more ! 

Tell me why we love the rose 

Better while it's fading ? 
In fancy still why sweeter glows 
Its flower in autumn's shading? 
It is because we love the last 
Of every thing that's nearly past! 

Then heed not Memory's tiiagic shell ,' 

While envious hours are fleeting; 
Nor on past pleasures fondly dwell , 

The present joys unweeting : 
« But suck the sweets of Now with me >» 
Said Hope, « and I will succour thee.)) — 

<25) LES VOEUX DE LA JEUNESSE ACCOMPLIS, 



Avant ma mort, dis-*je, trois grandes choses 
Je ferai: le Voya^ auos Pays Bas* 

U amour qui pour un autre fut ia rose 
Que j appelle « la chose » , chatpie pas. 
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La troiseme est le Voyage en Vair^ 
Non a la Chine, en Afrique sur mer; 

Mais pour trouver, en haul, dans tons les cas 
Mille secrets qu'on ne trouve ici-bas. 

Commencant par Tamour y je fis gu6rir , 
La passion^ et puis je fis voyage. 
Puis montais en ballon; mais je m'engage 

Dans, mon jardin de passer Tayenir 

Gar en d6pit de moi ce beau ballon 
Au gr6 des vents montait dans un orage : 
Cberchant le ciel , je trouvais les nuages, 

Et tombais a la fin dans un vallon. 

Le vieux soldat , le marchand , le marin , 
Heureux cent fois qui trouve un beau jardin , 
Oil m^me en paix il pent passer ses jours , 
Raconter ses exploits, rappeler ses amours* 



(^«) SONG. 



Willy keeps a -wake to day, 

All Rob and Tarn come toddlin doun 
Twa canty loons mair blylhe than they 

Ye Canua find in Brugge toun. 



(47) 

Chords. 

The lads are fou, the lasses brau), 
TVi cup an tabor at our mou^ 

fF'ill drink an sing till day shall daw 
In spite *o' Cock a doodle doof 

Then fill the bowl wi rosy wine 

An tap the cask o' barley brie : 
For lads, wha come wi us to dine, 

Maun swill an lilt as long as we. 

The watch dog barks, wha cares for that , 
Or heeds the messin's wee bit mou^ 

jiuld Poskis growl, or jinkers yap 

Or surly Zampa's bow wow wow. (bis). 

E'en tentie Betty now gets fresh 

An stamps on puir Grimalkin's paw , 

An Annie gins the tykes to thrash, 
"While squeeling puss begins to claw. 

iSb a is noise in Tammy's ha 

An wi the goblet in our mou , 
The girls a scream, the cats a' miaw , 

The dogs a' bay wi bow wow wou» (bis). 

Mirth now spangs wi tipsy air 

And Punch kens how tho cork to 'draw. 
An ilka lad reels on his chair, 

And so he shall till day shall daw. 



(48) 

Then wet y'er whistle fill your maw^ 
PFhen joyous sauls are gathered here , 

The day may daw , the cock may craw 

Wha care's for Morn or Chantileer? / (bis). 

Dame Nature joins our jovial ci:ew, 
The sun now sinks an gulps the sea , 

The flower sips the falling dew 

If a' things drink , why may not we ? 

Aye 7nistress Moon then ye may blink, 
jisklent the duds yer arrows thraw, 

But fill the bowl, lads, sing an drink 
Till the last watch the cock shall craw. 

Aye roun the cheerie inkle set, 

We're like the kettle and pot, — 
We sing, boys, while we warmer get 

But scold an hiss when unko hot. 

Now wi a wee drap in our een 
As muckle m^aun our painches graw , 

Our thrapples hech^ we canna see^ 

j4h heels o'er gowdy doun we faf (bis). 




(49) 
BIRTHDAY SONG. 

March. 17 1845. 



Should Jenny's birth unheedit pags 

Without the bumper toast, 
Sin she's Thalia's favoured Idss, 

The Graces' comely boast! 
Then bring the flowing goblet clear 

Fill ilka quech wi wine: 
To drink the health o' Jenny dear, 

FFi a' the Muses joirim C^***) 

The lavrock pipes above the corn 

The warbler wakes the grove, 
The thrush from ilka blooming thorn 

Sends forth his note o' love. 
If a' their notes tlien roun us fling 

Ane song maun sure be mine , 
To lilt o' her wha kens to sing 

j4n rivals a' the nine. (bis). 

Dear Marie's lay is soft an clear 

To sooth the brow o' Care , 
An Jenny's strains are loud to cheer 

The pilgrim's e ening pray'r ; 
Then Melody thy plaintive lute 

Wi Concords harp combine^ 

Unfolding a' the charms that float 

In strains o' aulden time. 

6. 
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As violets the bank adorn 
The gilded broom the brae. 

May heartsease lighten Jenny's dawn 
An gowd her simmer's day. 

An sin the wild woods now unite 
The rose an eglantine, 

In festive ha' may baith tonjght 
Their arms in chorus twine. 

If on her cheeks the flow'r o' love 

Its blosoms shall disclose 
May verdant laurels tow r above 

An shade the budding rose , 
Let Bacchus o'er our temples throw 

The shamrock an the vine 
Wha's clusters mak the goblet flow 
For Jenny's health an thine. 



<«») WILLY'S WIFE. 



AN AULD COLLEGE SONG. 



I've chosen a wife for young "Willy to day, 
An she's a braw widow o' fifty, 

Her jaudie has room for a bundle o' hay, 
But her han' I assure ye is thrifty. 
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Then gang to the hower o' Granny o' moor*! 

Ye ^inna be , there , disappointed , 
When the oil o'her tongue on y er po w she shall pour , 

Ye may dub y'ersel Granny's anointed. 

Then listen to reason , nor gae for a wife 
To the lasses sae frolic and young sir, 

They 1 fight an they'l flirt an embitter y'er life , 
But 111 gie ye a list of the throng , sir , 

There's Polly wha sings and can play the guitar , — 
But gif ye gae sue her for grace, man , 

In a jiffy she'l up wi a handfu o' glar 
An fling it asklent in your face man. 

Ye winna be happit wi Kate o' the green , 
She'd pawn her ain smock for a* drappie, 

And tho' Bessie be fair , yet her bonny black een , 
Ne'er swim but in whiskey or nappy. 

Then hasten dear Willy an get her to wed; 

She canna contend wi a bauld man , 
An troth I maun think ye are better in bed 

Wi Granny, now weather is cauld, man. 

She mouts like a Maggie , her duds in a crack 
Will be doft, while ye water y'er jaws, man, 

An before y er new plaid can be slung on y'er back , 
She'l be drcst in her holliday braws, man. 
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Her mou is a trumpet o' music an verse , 
Her pate is a mountain o^ lore, man, 

IF ye learn a wee stanza frae Tommy's ain verse , 
Ye have nought but to knock at her door, man. 

An then if on wedlock cauld water she fling 

An seem to be shy and contrary , 
There's a muckle o' pow'r in Willy's gowd ring 

To gar an auld grammachie' marry. 

Then haste to the wedding , your mammie surprize , 
While glaikit by wine an by weather, 

May the Gude and the Wise open Billy Boy's eyes 
An his blessing be on ye together. 



(^) SON G. 



TO THE ECHO. 



sweetest Echo that can dwell 

Unseen in shady glen, 
Or violet embroider 'd dell ! 

Gome speak to me again. 
An flit thfe voice o' Marie dear 

Frae yonder flow'ry vale, 
To greet my aIn , in accents clear , 

Upon the eening gale. 



(53 ) 
Chorus. 

welcome Echo, ISymph unseen 

An frae yer airy shell 
fVaft the sweet song across the green 

O'her I loe sa weeL 

Hark, for I ken the strain that floats 

Sae gently o'er the lea , 
Those soft an sweetly warbled notes 

Oft gart my sorrows flie. 
Haste then an feed these trembling ears, 

Fly Echo fly the brae ! 
Then bear her music to the Spheres, 

To cheer them on their way j 
Till for her soul they find a place 

f 

Abo'e the starry skies, 
Where singing she may gie new grace 
To Heav'ns bless'd symphonies. 



(^i SON G. 



FROM A TRUE STORT. 



Ane day while ganging lang the street , 

Atween the late an early , 
A lo'ely minstrel girl I met, 

Alane an greeting sairly, 
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The frost was hard , the snaw lay deep , 

The weather wild an bleary, 
I thought that I maun also weep 
For purtye cau d an dreary, 

A Christian coof yclept a lord 
Game by, to prayers gaeing: 

Hizzy, quoth he, yeve sleept abroad, 
An now y'er lute are playing. 

In the Gude's name, I maun consign 
Vagrants to prison , hear ye , 

Tis the best place to rot an pine , 

For purtye cau'd an dreary. 

How dare ye sleep in open air , 

That hae na land to ring in ? 
Or lilt in market, street, or fair, 

Wha hae nae ha' to sing in. 
For Christ his sake who lo ed the puir 

An help'd the sick an weary, 
Hie to the dungeon, quit the muir. 

Curst pur lye caud an dreary. 

A stranger wi an atheist's fame , 
"Wha spied her sorrin features. 

Now led her to his ingle, hame, 
Ay free to a' puir creatures ; 

Here , in untutor d Nature's fane , 
The lass got warm an cheery, 
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All e'en the dog ga'e half his bane 
To purtye cau'd an dreary. 

Troth I maun doff, thought I, the mask, 

Let Faith na mair be canting, 
Justice gies man a higher task 

To aid the sick an -wanting. 
Let kirk an Aristocrasy 

Join hands in palace cheery : 
There is nae hame in Christendie : 

For ' purtye cau d an dreary . 

") ON THE TOMB OF SHARGS. 1838. 



As o'er the pansied grave we jog 
Of ilka lov'd and honourd dog 
What tears o sorrow flow. 

For though in each succeeding race 
The faint ressemblance we may trace 
Of those who rest below. 

The selsame dear confiding friend , 
As him for whom our hearts we rend, 
Will near again be given : 

The dearest that I ever knew 
To day demands the pious vow 
That we may meet in Heaven. 
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C^) AN MEINEN HUND SHARGS. 



PARODT ON A SILLY ODB» 



Wie oft du mir , geliebter hiind , 
Ich weis nicht wie, so fremde bist 

Wcnn wir im schwarm der hunden sind, 
Das schlacht mir alle freude nieder ; 

Aber wenn still uad finster alles ist, 
Erkenn ich deine bow wow wieder. 



(35) FAIRWELL TO MAY. 

Sweet queen of flowers! 

Say now where art thou hiding. 
Beneath th' starred welkin's carpet blue , 

That seems just spread anew , 
The rosebuds and the' odorous hawthorn bowers , 

That while thou wast abiding 
Among us, in t)ur blosom'd gardens grew, 

Say , goddess , where 
Those purple blooms are gone ; 

Hast thow transformed them to the mottled skies 
Where , with thy sister Pleiades , 

Thou wearest them in thy bright amber hair , 
Or do they fade upon 

Thy boson, where thy fondest suitor dies? 
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t8^^ MY SOOTIE AULD LUM. 



"Wben I was a lad I was glaikit to roam . 

Frae London to Paris, to Greece an to Rome , 
But o' a' sic diversions Tm tired an wae, 
An I find my ain ingle my pleasure to day. 
O 90otie auld lum , when the fire bren clear 
Hoo sweet is your blink wi guid friends anguid cheer. 

Fve revell'd wi topers in towers an ha's 

An dance'd wi fair maidens in di'mands an braws , 
But now Tm content wi my wife to abide , 
And the boosie auld dog o' my ain fireside. 
O sootie auld lum , when the fire bren clear 
jffoo sweet is your blink wiguid friends anguid cheer. 

When winter is howling an freezing without 

I gather my wee things my ingle about 
Dear Betty now sings a new ballad to me, 
"While Annie comes toddling up wi the tea* 
O sootie auld lum, when the fire bren clear 
Hoo sweet is your blink wi guid friends anguid cheer. 

"When Norie comes in, to be ane o' the thrang, 
An our Veteran Chieftain his guid friends amang : 

Then cozie we chat o'er auld Scotia'ss wrongs , 
An lilt a wee verse frae our Jacobite songs. 
O sootie auld lum, when the fire bren clear 

Hoo sweet is your blink wi guid friends anguid cheer* 

7. 
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then -wi nae brood o'er the troubles o' life, 
Wi lunting an whiskey our hallan is rife , 
It sweet social cogi our eenin we passes, 
An are merrier made by ilk circling glasl^. 
sootie auld lum^ when the fire bren dear 
IIoo sweet is your blink wiguid friends artguid cheer* 

Hark, hark! frae the steeple the curfew doth sound, 

Haste empty the bowl , let the tawcy gae round : 
Tis time to depart , an we ken it with sorrow , 
But promise anither kind meeting tomorrow. 
O sootie duld lum , when the fire bren dear 
IIoo sweet is your blink ibi guid friends an guid cheer. 

('») LIFE'S HOURGLASS. 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
SUGGESTED BT RBVIEWIIVG THE ROGATlOll PROCESSION AT lOUTAIll 

MAT 1S29. 



All is motion, all is life, 
Every mote with sense is rife , 
Beast or insect , fish or fowl , 
Body is but made for soul : 
But if a' beliving breath 

Breath of life by God is given , 
Time, its measure, bringing death. 

Its true object gaining Hefaven. 
Souls go through death's na/rfow pass; 
Like drops of sand in Hourglaii. 
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In coupled rows you children wend , 
^ To hallowed ground their course they bend, 
On fruits of earth to pray a blessing , 
Each bears wreath of Flora s dressing ; 
Solemn Priest goes on before, 

Bearing cross of man s salvation ; 
AH the rural hamlets pour 

Faithful children^ for Rogation; 
But the pageant seems to pass 
Like the grains in Hourglass. 

How bright the wish'd for festive day ! 
How soft the choristers do play! 
How slow the palmers pace along , 
How sweet the litanies are sung , 
How bead on bead in Vestal hand , 

Like dew drop falls , the rosary singing , 
How lofty spires grace the land, 

How sweetly all the bells are ringing , 
£ut bead and band and bell do pass^ 
Like drops of sand in Hourglass* 

Every blooom that decks the glade, 
Trod by frisky village maid , 
Dying plaintive seems to say, 
See how beauties pass away. 
Primrose pale , and violet blue , 

That embroider waler'd valley , 
Blushing mossrosc , washed in dew , 
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Woodbines oer the greenwood alley 
All are gems that swiftly pass 
Trough their season's Hourglass. 

Cowslips wan that trim the mead, 
Bend unhurt to fairy's tread ; 
Gaudy tulips in parterre, 
Shield off hail , and brave the air ; 
Zephyr, with his musky wings , 

Fans the blooms without their falling , 
But when Autumn's clarion rings , 

Death ingulphs them past recalling. 
Thus each coral flower must pass 
PFJiilome through Time's Hourglass. 

What is Time, and what is Season, 
What is all man's boasted reason. 
Space expands , and Time is spun ; 
And while we're wondering we're undone. 
Faith gives all that all deceiving , 

Hope in earth is all desire , 
Charity's an endless fire, 

Ligting all right well believing. 
Days and seasons , as they pass , 
Prove but mortal Hourglass^ 

Advent carols waking Night, 
Midnight mass at Christmas bright, 
Missle boughs and garnish berry, 
Ivy'd windows, dances merry, 
Day of Holy Innocents, 
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New Years gifts, and Kingtide feasting 
Day of rompful innocence , 

Plays and pranks and frolic jesting , 
^11 in annual mirrour pass 
And drop like grains in Hourglass. 

Candlemens lights holy candles^ 
Which each votive Virgin handles, 
Pacing in long schivering row 
To where altar tapers glow; 
Emblem this of human day! 

Lamps bren out by constant burning, 
Foul or pure, sedate or gay, 

Down death's steep we'll soon be turning 
Grant us purified^ to pass , 
Of mortal sin , thro Hourglass. 

Penance next her Shriving lashes 
Gives, with Lenten Fast and Ashes, 
Abstinence that Saints might diet. 
Bringing virtue , prayer , and quiet , 
Then the palms to church are brought, 

Soon we serve Christ's sacred passion , 
Pascal tapir curious wrought 

With five marks, an ancient fashion. 
All these holy emblems pass 
A pageant in lifes Hourglass. 

Easter eggs and bacon flitch. 
Festive board foor poor and rich, 
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Ascension flowers , Whilsuu ale , 
Soon the swink hind will regale, 
Then comes Corpus Ghristi feast , 

Mystery passing, mortal learning , 
Rite whereby true Faith is blest^ 

Truth, though veil'd from our discerning, 
Making men content to pass , 
With endless hopes, through Hourglass. 

Then St. John the Baptist Day, 
Bids our bonfires blaze away, 
Soon St. Peter and St. Paul 
To festive mass lead good men all; 
When lilies white the garden grace , 

Gomes our Lady's Visitation^ 
Her Assumption tide hath place 

Close on Christ's Transfiguration. 
Ever and anon they pass , 
Passing fleet in Hourglass. 

Then we sing St. Michael's deeds, 
And Angels guardian of our needs, 
Till with votive Rosary 
We hail blest Mary in the sky ; 
Soon will notes concordant swell 

With All Saints at rest in Heaven , 
And to All Souls suffering still, 

We must beg that grace be given. 
Praying yet that all may pass 
Through Purgatoris Hourglass. 
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Ah how soon then all is gone, 
Summer's wardrobe scarce put on , 
When rude winter sweept the plain , 
And while weVe idling , chills again ! 
Advent now again comes round , 

Cocks again all night are crowing. 
We are all at frolic found, 

Nor yet seeds of virtue sowing, 
Morning, noon^ and night yet pass, 
Like spectres fleet in Hourglass. 

The wasle of night , the break of dawn , 
The stealthy light crept o'er the lawn , 
Aurora's orient amber streaky 
That shines on lofty mountain peak. 
The watchful cock that wakes the morn, 

The merry lark that mounting sings, 
The lowing kine, the hunters horn^ 

The matin bell that early rings, 
Are tokens sure that time doth pass 
As waking turns Sleeps s Hourglass. 

The clink of mower wetliiig scythe , 
The tentie milkmaid singing blythe, 
The herdsman whistling o'er the lea, 
The cuckoo's note from blossom 'd tree , 
The swallow's twit o'er glassy pool, 

The sheep's bell on the brow a tinkling 
The prate of children going to school, 
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The harness of the plough that's gingling , 
All these denote that time doth pass 
Like sand in life's true Hourglass. 

The tuneful chimes that play at noon , 
The roofs that echo ev'ry tune , 
The rays that broil the sultry plain , 
The hawthorn shade thafs sought again , 
The swinkers dinner under thorn, 

The spicy ale the lads are drinking , 
The horkey load , the yellow corn , 

The humming bee in flower sinking, 
All these are sounds of things pass 
Like falling sand in Hourglass. 

The evening clouds in coloured plight, 
The lengthened shadows, waning light. 
The hoary beetle's vesper hum , 
The booming of the bittern's drum, 
The folded flocks that distant bleat 

The lowing herds drove home from drinking 
The cottage smoke, the smell of peat, 

The unseen stonefowrs lofty clinking , 
jill these proolaim that day has past 
Another evening's Hourglass. 

All that parcels time and space, 
Quartered hours, measured place. 
Dials true to shadowy lines. 
Compass which to pole inclines. 
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The sunset gun , th' QEtasan star , 

Watches that are ever ticking, 
Drops that fall from eaves afar. 

Death watch iu the rafter clicking, 
Prove haw soon we all must pass 
Through life , like sand in Hourglass. 

The weathercock, which turns to wind, 

Is fickle emblem of the mind; 

The cross that braves both storm and blast. 

Like Saint , is motionless and fast ; 

But oh, the pendulum below 

Marks out how little time is given. 
And tapering spire seems to go^ 

Where time well spent will take , to Heaven 
Thither let us strive to pass. 
Struggling through Earth's Hourglass. 

The stars which in the welkin shine, 
The moon that lights the sparkling brine , 
The planets wending round their maze , 
The comets with long tails that blaze , 
The cricket in she hearth that sings, 

The owl that hoots in yonder tower , 
The curfew bell that slowly swings. 

The clock that strikes the midnight hour, 

All proclaim that we must pass 

One time thro' Lethe's Hourglass. 

8, 
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Where'er we rove, where'er we range, 
All is motion, all is change; 
Change of life, and change of place, 
Change of penance, change of grace. 
If all be change , then all is loss. 

What we change we're always loosing , 
Pain or pleasure , crown or cross , 

Lot is not of mortal choosing; 
God our lot in change hath cast , 
For a changeless meed at last. 

Use then time , ere time be lost , 
Count it well when wish is crost. 
Pleasure's nought if always waning^ 
Endless life is worth obtaining, 
In divine creative flood; 

Man is but a mote made living, 
Fashion'd one, for his own good. 

Gift of Holy Spirit's giving ; 
For man and beast and all must pass 
To God again through Hourglass. 

<'«») B A L L A D. 

Tune The Bunks o^ Doun. 

Hark, Tammie cogs a cade of ale,. 
An gathers here ilk canty loun, 

Come, then, an tak a guid fiirewecl. 
My trusty jo, o' Bruges. toun. 
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O what a winter we hae seen, 

What joyous sauls wi pleasure mad , 

T wad gar the De'il gae wud, I ween, 
Gin Clootie kent how we were glad! 

We've danced the reel, weve sung the glee, 

We've quafk; the wassail a' naight lang, 
We've brought ayont the German sea 

The genius o' auld Scotland's song ! 
The tartan, to the Belgian plain, 

Like kiltit lairds, we've carried o'er% 
An Flodden field , an Duncinane 

Noo echo frae a foreign shore. 

• 

Weve sung o' Scotia's fated war, 

An pipe'd o er Derwent's bluidy wave , 
O'er Musgrave's tomb an Forster's fa', 

Till Stuart's gaist spang frae the grave! 
Tis ours, that Hielan' glemen play 

Fair Jenny s dulcet lay to greet , 
An blue bells fra Lochaber's brae , 

Dight Flemish lawns for Mimic's feet ! 

Let rushymargin'd Dyver draw, 
Her sluggish waters roun' us here, 

Wi Tweed's clear burn our hearts o'erflaw , 
To ilka border chieftain dear» 

Right weel ye fill the Consul's post ; ' 
But stoop a wee frae statesman's height 
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« The Piper's "Wallet » is the toast , 
An ye maun be our bard tonight. 

Then will I quit the Spheres above, 

And seek below Earth's passing bliss, 
Nar science beats the art o' love , 

When those we lo'e in turn love us! 
How cozie roun' our ingle bright 

We've sat thro' mony a leelang e'en , 
To lilt o'er Charlie's luckless flight 

An Marie hapless murder'd queen! 

Our sonsie bairns about us play'd , 

Our welopme friends were siltin round , 
Uun Edin's Muse the chorus made , 

An fliskin' lasses trod the ground. 
Aye I maun greet wi ye to part , 

Tho' to a better place ye gang , 
Sic mirth will never glad my heart , 

As that which cheers our happy thrang. 

These strains will die , this music fa' , 

These bonny flow'rs nae mair be seen , 
Like spring's rath blooms that fade awa 

An pass as gif they ne'er had been. 
Then let us pledge y'er quick return, 

An if we gang abroad for fame, 
To prize our native Ian' wi learn , 

An value a' the sweets o' hame. 
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So gallant Sturt noo fill y'er glass , 

An ere the dappled day shall daw , 
We'll toast ilk friend an bonny lass , 

That still is biythe in Tammy's ha' 
Then drink « guid night » , ilk friend forlorn , 

An tho' our sun seems set in wae , 
Yet brighter glaiks may glent o'er morn , 

An warmer rays beam on the day! 

(^^) SONG. 



Air The lass 6* Gowrie. 

Hail hour o' bliss , hail happy sight , 
Since time hae taen anither flight: 

Can these be stars that shine tonight , 
So lang obscure and dreary? 

Fain wad I now forget the morn , 

When true love frae my arms was torn. 

The rose was slown, but aye the thorn 
Was left to wait for Marie. 

I felt that tho' the flower was gaen, 
They didna ken what they had ta'en , 

The brier was here to shoot again, 
Wi spring returning cheery. 

The roots ance planted on my breast, 
The bonny blosoms ance cares'd, 
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Aye gart I maun again be blest 
Wi th' rose o' Lawlan' Mary. 

A flower weet wi Nature's deaw , 
Tho* sudden frost its bud may gaw, 

Or storms may whirl its bloom awa, 
Braves wind a wee contrary: 

There rests a power yet , on hie , 

Wi new green leaves to cleed the tree, 

An blaw again, for love an me, 
The rose o' bonny Marie. 

could I see ye , dearest maid , 
Ance in our tartan braws array'd, 

Aye then Td cofiF my border plaid. 
An gang wi ye , my deary , 

To dwell on braes o' Cowden K.nowes 
Where yellow broom an gowan grows 

An ye're the feirest flow'r that blows 
My bonny Lawlan Marie. 

But sin on Flandria^s murky plain, 

Sair, unprotectit, an alane, 
Fve found my bonny plant again; 

Whylome so gay an cheery ; 

My altar be Jove's mountain fane, 
So here I mak ye mine again. 

On ilka soil ye bear the same 
Sweet rose o' Lawlan' Marie. 
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38) BALLAD. 

Tve always deem'd the joy o* love 
A pledge of higher bliss above j 
An begd kind Venus that ane dove 
Frae her fair flock be given, 

To guide my soul ayont the sky , 
Where brens for aye that fire on high , 
Whas beams below glent forth an die, 
Like meteor lights o' Heaven! 

Ah when clear eenings shadows ca' 
My thoughts to realms o' space afar , 
' Aye then I seek my gloamin star 
In thee so light an cheery. 

The blink o' y'er dear azure een , 
Which shine ilk day an night between , 
Persuades me that a brighter scene 
Aloft await us , Mary ! 

Long had I liv'd in Flora's bower , 
An woo'd her smiles an sought her dower, 
While Marie was the fairest flower 
That grace'd her bed of posies. 

Where e'er ye trod was hallow'd ground, 
Y'er steps inlaid the garden round 
Wi brighter gems than e'er were fouml 
In pansies; pinks, an roses! 
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When storms y'er lovely blossoms shed, 
I didna think the plant were dead , 
But timely to some shelter fled 
Frae wintry whirlwinds dreary. 

Wi safter gales now Zephyr blows, 
Again the thorn supports the rose: 
Aye on my panting bosom glows 
The rose o' bonny Marie. 

When first, at fauldin' hour dear, 
I catch your accents saft an clear , 
I feel that voice hae charms to cheer 
A heart that sinks in sorrow*. 

Wi pow'r to lull a' cares today, 
An bid my troubled spirit stray 
Where Muses yet mair sweet may play 
On holier lutes tomorrow. 

Sic notes untwist the bands that tie 
The prison d soul o' Melody 
An bid angelic ditties fly 

Frae Concord's sacred breast ! 

An when your mellow love notes draw 
Forth tears an sighs ; aye then I fa' , 
Beneath your charms to win awa 
An gain a place oVest ! 
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Say then what science higher is 

Than answered love's transcendant bliss 

When lips embrace'd return the kiss 

By fond desire given. 

Tis then, if Qver, that vre own 
A flame from warlds unearthly stown , 
"Whas glaiks asklent night's vault are thrown | 
Like felling stars at even'. 

Then lovely Marie ever dear , 
In whom ilk gift an grace appear, 
Nae lights but thine my bark shall steer 
On life's rough billows driven. 

In thee pure Faith her balsam brings ^ 
Hope her white arms about me flings , 
An Charity on gowden wings 
Bears up my soul to Heaven. * 

(«0 SONG. 

Tune: The Birlu o* Aherfeldy. 

Ghohts : 

3onng Marie will ye gae^ will ye gae^ will ye gae | 
Sonny Marie will ye gae wi me to Abergenny. 

Again the spring blinks o^er tlie braes , 
Aa gorae an heather gild the ways, 



-> T • ■■ < 



* Thif fong ii an impromptu in reply to a question — Are there any nfttuftf 
indicathnn of a fature HeaTcn ^ independant of religionfli Dogma ? 

9. 
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Which tales o' many happy days 
By the Wells o' Abergenny. 



Chorus. 



The birks still o'er the burnie hing , 

The swallows come, the robbins sing, 

The martlet builds , an a' things bring 

Me back to Abergenny. 

Chorus. 

Tis there at dewy morn are ta'en 

The waters that gie life again 

To sickness brought , wi dool an pain , 

To the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 

Twas there in childhood's happy hour, 

I pu'd rare plants frae Flora's bower, 

An 0, I gain'd the fairest flower 

At the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 

Nae blushing rose like hers was seen , 

Nae vi'lets rival'd her blue een, 

Nar feet sae lovely trod the green, 

By the Wells o' Abergenny. 

Chorus. 

When Echo frae the mossy cell 

Threw her dear voice alang the dell. 

It seem'd that Heaven's ain music fell 

On the Wells o' Abergenny.. 

Chorus. 
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Aye thither Marie gang wi me, 
An there bid warly troubles flee, 
I scorn them a' when blest wi thee, 
By the Wells o' Abergenny. * 



Chorus. 



t5^> SONG. 



TuNB : We are a* noddin, 

when we're at a preachin' , 

Or when we kneel at kirk, 
Gome Poll an keek asklent a creek 

An gie us just a jerk: 
For when we hear the parson's saws , 

Awake we canna keep, 
Our weary een are dravvin straws, 

An then we fa' to sleep : 

Chorus : 
An we then nod 

ISid nid noddin 
O then we are a nodding 

An wish oursels at hanie. 



* Tbeie wateri called Tunbridge Wells are situated on the frontiers of Kent and 
SuMex on the bordisr of the Abergenny property : they have long enjoyed a 
reputation for restor ing the constitution to health. > 

The Song addressed, at it were to Rosy Health, has, like most of the author 'i 
compositions, a double meaning. 
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Or perhaps at night we're waikin' 

The precincis o' the toun, 
A lucky ass brays o'er the carse 

As th' eyelids tumble down: 
Een' when we hear the watchdog bay 

Or list the postman's horn 
We gin to doze , we are sac wae 

Sae sleepy an sa worn. 



Chorus. 



when that we walk out , 
At DuUman's house to dine , 

We try to chat , but canna get 
Beyond the price o' wine ! 

New dies we try , but lurch a gly , 
An snorin', get a rap 

An wake in nick o' time to gie 

A neebor dolt a tap : 

Chorus. 

But when we're roun' the wassail 

Wi joyous friends alane 
How merry we, pray come an see 

The guicy flaggon drain , 
Aye then we smoke an sing an joke 

An chase dull Care awa 
The Piper pus his Wallet out 

An plays a tune or twa. 
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Chorus : 

An toe nae mair nod 
Nid nid noddin^ 

then we leave off nodding 
Nor wish oursels at hame. 

^^> SON G. 



To a Lady ca'd "The Bird o' Ihe Grove.'' 

Sweet warbler o* the vernal grove 

Breath out that note again, 
An ca' the blooms o' early love 

Fra Scotia's verdant plain! 
There first I pud the daisies fine, 

An joy'd their cups to see , 
For then my days began to shine 

Wi garish eyes on me ! 

Ye mind me o' the heartsease flower 

Which then had force to please, 
Because in childhood's happy hour 

The heart was still at ease! 
Those strains reca* the primrose brae 

Where on I looping came , 
E'en as a primrose blylhe an gay, 

To bring their posies hame! 

The snawdrap, virtue's emblem sure, 
In Scottish accents sing, 
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Sin I, like that wee plant ^ was pure 

In liFes untainted spring. 
Wi dewy tears the bluebell weet 

Nae mair weeps o'er tho green , 
So for its image I maun greet, 

In Jenny's ditty seen. 

Nae mair the cowslip on the lea, 

Nar mair the gowan blows 
But Marie thou art still to me 

The everblawing rose! 
Aye still I hope, fond lass, that thou, 

Will cheer my days forlorn 
An be for ay, as thou art now, 

The rose without the thorn. 

y'er cheeks it's pinky bloom sustain , 

Y er breast the lily fair , 
Blue violets are y'er azure een, 

The broom y'er gowden hair, 
The woodbine roun' y'er bonny bree 

Wi myrlil forms the wreath; 
Sweet lavander an rosmary 

Are born upon y'er breath. 

An when ye frisk alang at e'en, 

O'er beds o' pansy sweet, 
The little firefly flits between , 

To kiss y'er lovely feel! 
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As o'er y'er head the marigold 

Its radiant crown displays, 
May noontide sunbeams not withold 

Their warmth frae later days. 

Though youth is fled , an boughs are sear , 

Ilk flower fades awa, 
In thee sweet Marie ever dear 

I still retain them a', 
Then warbler fill the vocal grove , 

My heart wi rapture glows , 
Beneath this bonny bloom' o' love 

ril sink in saft repose! 



NOTE. 



Orpbeus observes , an lie play'd the lute long e'er we strung tbe lyre , 
that Aulog s§ ciyaSoio kukov 6vi{loi<Tt SiSatrt : We may reverse the 
proposition and say tbat : 

As ill frae guid, sae guid frae ill may flow, 
An what seems waefu' transient mirth bestow. 

On an occasion of one of our Sunday evening's soirees, the British 
Consul was present, it being a farewell party given to him and , 
his friends], on his removal to Ghent ; that Gentleman rose and sung 
the following too complimentary song to the author: 
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SONG. 
DBDIDATED TO A RBSPBGTCD FRIEND ON LEAVINa HIM. 



Tdnb : For a that and a that. 

What makes this wacsome heart so sad 

To part frae thee and a that, 
And leave the king o' Scottish verse 

Wi broken liarp an a* that. 

For a that an a that 

And muckle mair than a that: 

Fools may write but neer indite 
Like Forster's lines , for a that 

A man o* wit a man o* sense 

The man for me an a that , 
With independant noble mind 

An wisdom's lore an a that. 

For a that an a that 

And better far than a thaty 

The thistle on his breast shall bloom 
For Scotland's sake are a that, 

Wha can revive within my breast 

Auld Scotia's verse an a that, 
When far frae him I lanely rest 

And grieve and think on a that. 

On a that an a that 

An muckle 7nair than a that 

The cantie glass an honnie lass 
That cheer d the night an a that. 

Let caifs cry up their foreign airs, 

Their science, skill an a that, 
They canna touch the minstrels' heart. 

Like Scottish lays for a that. 
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For a that an a that 

The wildest notes for a that 

Are those which bring hack early days 
Lany syne an love an a that. 

When ou the braes in happy days 

An fu o mirth an a that 
We pu'd the rose to busk the brow 

blushing cheeks an a that. 

An a that an a that 

An' kisses stole an a that, 

An' wiled away the summers day 
IVi dafjing love an a that. 

Then fare ye weel my cantie cbicl, 

My thoughts o' thee an a that 
Will rest forever in my breast 

When far frae thee an a that. 

An a that an a that 
An those you love an a that 

An she the queen of every heart 
The queen o' worth an a that. 



The author, finding himself unequal , on the spurt o' the occasion , 
to return so elegant and undeserved a compliment to himself and his 
lady , from the pen of the worthy Consul , but conscious at the same 
time of the value of being laudatus laudato viro , got up and sung 
the following Impromptu, in allusion to the accomplishmens of his 
two daughters who Muse had so often cheered the fireside , during 
many a long evening in the preceeding winter. 



10. 
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VERSES 

HTMK Oir THB RIGHT OF THE AMUHPTION. 



It is a balmy night 
And Cynthia's pallid light 
Through twisted Virgin's bower finds its way, 
Where the green mantling vine 
Lattic'd with eglantine 
And sweet briar, has resisted Titan's ray: 

But Marie's carried to her throne 
And the apostle sits beneath these boughs alone. 

feature with' homage rife 
Has check'd her amorous strife ; 
No more the choral groves with love resound, 
E'en plaintive Philomel 
Hath left the woody dell, 
And the lowpiUow'd lark sleeps on the ground, 

While the swiftwinged Procne hies 
To Memphis and the Nile, to sport neath milder skies # 

See Flora's gaudy train 
Droops on the sultry plain. 
Her scatter'd blosoms bleaching in the sun. 
Each white pink and muskrose 
No more its scent bestows 
But casts its petals : for its course is run 

And bleeding Amaranthus dead 
At Venus* feet, by Jordan's fabled stream is laid. 

The lily of the vale , 
Pansy and primrose pale. 
With cowslips wan and purpling violets. 
No more on emerald mound 
Margin the valley round, 
Pomona in the ruddy orchard sits 

With Ceres to survey the grains 
Which autumn's heat has tann'd on Syria's golden plains. 
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In the branches of the palm 
Boreas and Lybs are calm, 
And lulled Hippotades his portal closes , 
Zephyr enchanted brings 
Alone on musky wings , 
From Tempe*s fragrant vale, th'odorous breath of roses. 

And fans, among the rustling leaves 
.^olian harps, which Thestilis hung on the sheaves. 

Apollo sunk to rest^ 
Below the watery west, 
Uplifts his radiant beams to her his Queen, 
While the red clouds of night, 
In livery wardrobe dight. 
Cover with mottled rows the azure sheen. 

Like flocks of Christ's one fold, at rest, 
Wliom their own Shepherdess assum'd again hath blest 

List! the harmonious Spheres 
Now grete my ravish'd ears. 
Angels and Cherubim their carols singing, 
Crown'd with the galaxy 
Urania fires the sky, 
On Cybele's lap her nectar dewdrops flinging 

And strikes to clear the starshot air 
Her sweet sevenchorded lute strung with her amber hair* 

Triton, with winded horn 
Proclaims the coming morn , 
When the Sea Star on Ocean's bed shall shine , 
And Proteus , changed again , 
Quits his Carpaslhian den, 
And with fix'd eyes regards Her , from the brine , 
While Neptune calls his sea Nymphs round 
Ami the quaint Syrens sing till all the rocks resound. 
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On Berenice's crine 
A thousand spangles shine, 
Andromeda her diamond girdle wears, 
Cassiopea bright 
Gloams with new lustre light 
And starred Astrsea scales of justice bears, 
And Jove ten thousand comets sends 
To bear the hallow'd news to Heaven's remotest em' . 

Bootes , by the gleam, 
Strays his astonish'd team , 
Twin'd round the pole the Serpent's sinews lay , 
His subtile head anon 
By Marie trod upon 
And crush'd, falls mangled on the Milky Way, 

And now his wiles no more 
Can lure his dupes to sin on the Judsean shore* 

Medusa, at e'ening damp, 
Trims the Algolian lamp, 
Lest it should faintly bum, amidst her hair, 
And at the southern gate 
Balaena keeping state 
Opes her dark lantern , like a beacon fair , 

And Sirius and Procyon keep 
The wild goats' herd from out the jasperwattled sheep. 

Along the upland lawn 
Against Aurora's dawn 
Hear Chanticleer his rath nightwatches count 
TiU the late Pleiades 
In clustering chorus rise 
Oer Oreb's hill or Sinai's hallow'd mount. 
And then he struts to the haystack 
And daps his wings and crows , like Pteler's warning cock 
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So let us vrarniDg take, 
While keeping Marie's wake , 
hat vre may never here deny our lord , 
Scar*d from the saintly thong 
By maiden's flattering tongue, 
Ir lur'd by Bacchus to his wassail board : 
But hasten forth in palmer's weeds, 
'o that blest shrine where Juno on Ambrosia feeds. 

Then let the Earth rejoice 
And join th'Empyrean Toice 
That fills Heav'ns airy shell with strains abrove, 
And pray that we may soar, 
When flesh shall be no more, 
Uoft, and drench'd in Her Seraphic love 

May live when Time and Space shall die 
Lnd measured sense dissolve in boundless extasy. 

VERSES 

ON AN EXTORTED CONFESSION. 



Said Flora one night , as by jealousy mov'd , 

She blush'd in a rage on my chest. 
Come give me a list of the girls you have lov'd , 

Or to death you shall surely be press'd. 
I gaz*d on her image ^ where true love and grace 

Their sympathy seemed to disclose; 
For the tendrils of eglantine shaded her face , 

And her bosom the amorous rose! 
Soft moonlight], that stole through the jasmin hard by , 

With her limbs seem'd to wanton and play; 
And I thought for a moment 'twere better to die, 

Than to Virtue my sins to betray. 
O Flora ! said I , as in transport I kiss'd 

Her lovely and fairylike feet, 
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If Lawrence could hug the hot iron, I wist 

That my fate I should fearlessly meet ; 
But in pity I beg you, since suitor and saint 

Carry crosses of diflferent wood, 
To spare me this trial; for truly I faint 

With the pressure of dear flesh and blood* 
Remonstrance was useless, the lady was firm, 

I struggled in vain to get free, 
Till agony left me a lesson to learn — 

That a martyr I never could be! 
So I answered — the truth shall be faithfully told, 

I will number the catalogue true. 
From the damsel who first did my passion unfold, 

To the love now exhausted in you ! 
My first was Fortuna in infancy wild , 

And upon me she carelessly sat, 
Found me yet but a fanciful prurient child , 

Who scarcely knew what to be at. 
Corinna the next , in a naughty alcove , 

That Gotytlo would almost disown, 
Was the second^ who taught me Corinthian love, 

'Twas the passion of Lais alone* 
My. third, whose sweet voice I will never forget, 

Was Scylla , the maid of the sea ; 
But her kiss was too cold , I remember it yet , 

She was quite a Diana to me. 
Selena the next took my heart by surprize, 

Quite a Hejen, majestic and fair, 
And we kissed till the phosphorus flew from our ef 

And we swoon'd on the couch that was there. 
Next came Fauna, a pretty and frolicsome lass. 

And we romped in the newly mown hay; 
But I hated the manner she sprawl'd in the grass ^ 

And disgusted I scamper'd away# 
Soon Felina my marrow transfi'xd with her dart, 

Fond, sorrowful, cross and demure; 
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But I found, though her eyes were as soft as her heart, 

That absence my passion could cure. 
Libertina then dropt in Love's nectarine bowl , 

The sweet honey of Circe and Venus, 
But had Hymen approach'd , some too good natur'd soul 

Stept in a Duenna between us ! 
Let me glance oyer Spadia, Bella and more 

Golumbina and other donzellas, 
And spare you the pain of recounting a score, 

That would make you confoundedly jealous : 
Each transport was tried, each variety well, 

Each turn that caprice could confer; 
But , if Flora consent to be always my belle , 

I will ring all the changes on her. 
For the aggregate pain that for all I endured, 

Could memory the anguish recall , 
Would be nought to a passion now left to be cur*d , 

By a girl who is dearer than all* 
So comely her person, her statute so tall, 

Her visage so soft and so fair, 
O'ershaded by sweet auburn curls that install 

The magic of Hyacinth's hair. 
So lovely her eyes when in pleasure they swim. 

What passion , what fire they impart , 
They surely had given to Joseph a whim, 

And had rectified Corydon's heart: 
The tread of a Dido , inceding and slow , 

The lap of a Venus in love; 
What I see , as I lay here , of beauties below , 

Are but tokens of beaties above. 
With the musky Narcissus and Marigold new , 

I will dress her fair bosom in spring. 
And on beds of pale primrose and violet blue, 

I will kiss her, new pleasure to bring. 
In the heat of the summer her locks will I braid , 

With the sweetscented pink and the rose. 
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And embrace her in Aristolochian shade , 

Where Cupid and Psyche repose. 
When goldilock'd autumn the sheaf has enlac*d , 

With the creeper 111 circle her brow, 
And twist the wild vine round her virginal waist, 

And regale in the clusters that glow* 
In winter^ when hound up in fur and in snow , 

And the bonnet is placed on her head , 
This ornament new shall new passion bestow^, 

And revivify all that was dead. 
So I vow by the impress divine on my heart , 

Which your passion has made, to be true, 
If death to your vengeance can solace impart , 

I will willingly perish for you. 
At this protestation dear Flora was griev'd , 

And, frighten'd, she trembled and sigh'd. 
Said she, from your torture you shall be reiiev'd, 

Begg*d pardon, relented and cried! 
As soon as fond Pity had scattered her beams; 

Weep not dearest maid at my vow, 
Said I, nor now lavish on eyelids the streams. 

That would seem to be wanting just now* 
So she step'd on the moss, and then bid me arise, 

When after one penitent hour^ 
I in extasy kiss'd the sweet tears from her eyes. 

And then bore her away to her bower* 
So all ye fond lovers who quarrels approve. 

In mercy bid anger be gone; 
Learn that jealousy is but a fleabite to love. 

Which will yield to enjoyment alone* 

Schaerbeek, 2Sth June 1840. * 



* This like all the auUiour'f ^enes has a doable meaniog, relation to 
plants. It ishowcTer a more parody on a antient Anacreontick. 
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Timi : JBoMiisf^s Ghoii. 

Once upon the foaming Ocean, 

Poll an I to sea did go, 
A* the clouds above in iinotion 

Kiss*d the swelling waves below. 
Wint'ry winds were howling dreary, 

Scarcely could we make the boat , 
When I bore away my deary 

To the rolling ship afloat. 
Hark the sound, — " Get under , weigh, <.boys, 

Starboard hard, there, reef a* sail." 
On the surge the dolphins play boys, 

Frae the West 'twill blow a gfle. 
Now the sea mews^sQrMQi skoje ^us , 

Rougl^er storjns.arauind ys r.Q9.r 
" Fare ye well.,a\ friends. ^rha Jove \it, 

Would .ihat we:bad atsdd ,^horeJ ." 
O'er the bows bre^k paging -bUIp^s 

Washing ilickslj?07s <^ ,lhe ;5^§cjc : 
" Tender ro$ks , pa^n fee , .our . pil(9 ws , 

Whpn , pur , ,^kiff /sh^ll ; fee .a ,,>vr?ck. " 
Stewardess come bring, the bason, — 

" Leeward M^'am, "^.Y® spew about ! 
Lord ! look, there at puir Miss Mason 

She has.hech't. her iqside out. " 
, Fiercer comes the wind an weather ^ 

ITaething cheeks the crew's alarms , 
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" Gome Poll, we maun die together, 
Let me fauld ye in my arms. " 

O the sun glenta o'er the water, 
Frae y'er blink my fate I learn , 

See the wind| frae beam to quarter, 
Shifts about, now blaws astern. 

Hail again then chearfu faees — 

« Step aside maid; give us room: 
Han, lads, han', come [set the braces. 

See the jib lags on the boom. » 
Safe wi gang, nae mair be railing, 

Now we skud afore the win'. 
And, at last our bark is sailing, 

Gently o'er the level brine ! 

Fleets o* boats come out to meet her, 

Britain^s pennant wavers oer, 
Flags of ilka nation greet her , 

As she makes her native shore ! 
Brighter beams are always comin' 

When the clouds their curtains move , 
Nor are stars a better omen 

Than the blink of een we love ! '^ 

* 

Life is aye ^ a ship in motion, 
Venus stands ayont the bow. 

Fear nae danger on auld Ocean ^ 
When young Hope direct the prow* 



The moral of this ion;; if that the embrace! of Mary and the blink o* her oei 
were the firit ligni of a calm; in thii reipect an emblem of life. 
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<*'> SONG. 

Tonft : The yellow haired laddie. 

tu Hay when the buttercups gilded the field 
And blackthorn an hawthorn their blosoms did yield , 
When the dells were wi primrose an violet overlaid 
An paigles an daisies bespangled the mead, 

When the cuckoo was heard from the newblossom^d tree 
The swallows were fiittin' o'er lake an o'er lea, 
While the birds sang their luvesong in every grove , 
^ ^ander'd abroad, but nae thocht upon love. 

A gowden hair'd lassie came out o* the shaws, 
Ker form it was bonnie an buskit in braws, 
tter face was the fairest that ever was seen, 
A^H diamonds bright were her bonnie blue een. 

Gome listen , said I , to the birds on yon cot , 
*^bey are singing o' something I dinna ken what? 
^be replied , they are a' making luve on the tree , 
^o come to the grot , lad , an do so wi me ! 

Chorus. 

Since Nature tot' music saft love hae combine' d , 

In harmony let us , then , nae be behind , 

Jn melody rival the birds d the grove , 

idn sing our sweet notes to the girls that we love. 
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THE BPIGUBBAll WISH. 

Where the pipe is never cold , 
Where the bowl is never dry, 

Where the women never scold 
The men for drinking merrily ; 

Where the rose for ever blows, 

Whe^e the more We drink the Heitiif, 

vther6 reptetioii heahh besfoVi^s^ 
KnA by [Jau^hibg we get Fatter , 

Where the fairest girls are found , 
Where tinie rests at five ahd twenty, 

Where the toast goes always round. 
And overflows the horn of plenty; 

Where chaste Mirth can trample Care, 
While her!^blue eyes roll in pleasure. 

While Bacchantes tarrying there, 
Fill the goblet without measure; 

Where the dtthce is never still , 
Where the lute is silent never, 

There of joy I'll have my fill, 
There I'll dwell and live for ever. 

But before I hdsUn there , 
Where is there f teil fne inhere? 
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f^^J THE CHERRYCLACK SONG- 

The lamplight student wan and pale, 

In his chamber sits at ease, 
And tries to read without avail; 

For every moment the light breeze 

Springs up and rustles in the trees : 
And then he startles at the sound 

Of the noisy Cherryclack, 
That drives its flippant windsails round 

With Lybs still puffing at his back , 

Provoking endless click a tee clack. 
The scholar tries and tries again 

To tead, but cant; then damns the cherries, 
And swears that every eflFort's vain 

To answer all his master's queries; 

For Greek and Latin quite a jeer is, 
Where every chorus, every verse 

Is interrupted, for alack ! 
When he the lesson would rehearse , 

The thread is broke , himself thrown back , 

By this perpetual click a tee clack. 

(«o) Qpj ^gg RIVAL POETS. 



£ach country to some learned Muse is bound. 
Old Homdr's song made ancient Greece resound ; 
Proud Italy the Lyre of Horace claimed , 
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Nor less for Virgil and for Ovid famed; 

Milton's majestic Muse o'er Albion smiled, 

Where warbled Shakespeare, Natures favour'd child. 

France had Voltaire — each nation shone by turus, 

Till Scotland crown'd the catalogue wi Burns. 



<«') ROMANCE 



A SAB STOAT OF IIFB. 



As first I caught life's morning ray , 

And sat in the green woods lonely, 
I thought that the heart was always gay 

And was make for enjoyment only: 
And the good folks gave mc a thousand toys, 

To beguile my childish hours , 

And I rove'd in the fields with the other boys, 

To gather the new spring flowers: 
And we trundled the hoop and we flew the kyte, 

And we played with the peg top daily, 
And we lighted our little bonfires at night. 

And we danced around them gaily. 
Then summer came and the Zephyr's breeze 

Began in the boughs to rustle 
And we stroU'd in the braes and climb'd the trees 

And ran about all in a bustle. 
Soon autumn came and the leaves did fall 

And our pleasure seemed declining, 
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But we gathered the fruit from the garden wall 

And ate it without repining. 
Cold -winter came and our toes were nipped; 

But frost is a wonderous mover; 
So upon our skates we nimbly skipped , 

When the ponds were frozen over. 
Then Christmas came and the huge Yule clog 

Was laid on the Christmas fire ; 
And we ate minced pyes round the blazing log 

And drank to our hearts desire. 
So I thought the seasons as on they pass'd 

Where a circle of changing pleasure , 
Resolv'd to drink of joy to the last , 

With time alone for the measure; 
But picking a flower when spring returned , 

A bee in the blosom had settled , 
And it stung me sore and my finger burn'd 

At which I was sadly nettled. 
And crying I ran to my mammy dear , 

Who sat at her wheel a spinning; 
Tou must learn , said she , much pain to bear^ 

Your troubles are only beginning. 
The coachman gave me a mouse one day 

Which he caught and tam'd in the stable; 
And I fondled the mouse and taught it to play , 

And to eat the crumbs on the table : 
And I lov'd the mouse and the mouse lov'd me, 

But it brought me my first vexation, 
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And whatever has since been dear to me 

Has ended in consternation. 
For the nursery girl ran up to the door , 

And just as I went to meet her, 
She crushed my little beast on the floor. 

Who was running with me to greet her. 
Ah Betsy, said I, in all our joys 

There lurks a hidden devil, 
And I thought , as I look'd at my broken toys , 

Of the origin of eviL 
My uncle caught a lark in the tree 

Long kept in the birdcage neatly; 
But the bird regained its liberty , 

And sung in the wild wood sweetly. 
I cried when I found that my bird was gone , 

For I loved his sweet notes dearly, 
And his song was now still clearer grown , 

As he sang on the pine grove yearly. 
He became as happy and , gay and s we?t 

A fowl as was ever set eyes on ; 
Alas, thought I, whats one man's meat, 

Is often another man's poison! 
I grew a youth when the bonny face 

Of fair Anna tickled my fancy: 
But the quest of love is a wild goose chase , 

As the sequel proved with Nancy. 
Our wedding day. was at length arranged: 

But, ye Gods, how plans miscarry : 
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A fever came and her feqe yras ohang'd 

And I felt that I cpuld iiae marry. 
Alas said I, as I piped wy eyes, 

How deceitful are a* things h\iman; 
How many the slips tw;;i^ t^ie cup ,^d the lips , 

When we offer tj^at qup ^o a iirjoman.! 
I cheirish'd an old and f9^y.ct\]^rite dcjg , 

But so soon as J .defi^Iy loy'd him, 
Time c^reep'd to my ^de ^nd gai^e me a jog , 

And old age , wne ^y .^nd remqy'd hipi* 
]M(y peerjl^ mother Yf^s jJLind and dear : 

Poor soul , there was ,ne'er such another . 
B^t ,the .tcjc^th of tii^ip .that nougl^t doth spfur^ 

Made JBL ^ne^ ^9^ p' ^Y niqther. 
I doted still on my dear old ^ad , 

And nc^y/er d^likcd my hrother , 
But .t^pfir^t, l^h^C[ugl;i drink, wcinl i;d^vingipad 

And fever ^^i^oJiish'd the ptber. 
Wli^e^^cmifd ]\jis }^p yio mv^ a plaire, 

The funeral h^U still .toljiing , 
My cc^uqin jpiei wi a watery ^ajre 

In a river lyhere h^ w^s trolling. 
Alas, said I, hp)v ieip would he .make 

Of the jpike ;hiji dainty dishes! 
But the fortune of war is a douhlFul stake , 

And he's now the food of .the .fishes! 
So I tpok to playing the violin , 

Thinking all in life was a riddle, 

12. 
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But the slidder jad cut my hand in twain , 

And spoilt my tune on the fiddle! 
One after another each scheme did foil 

Each project of joy t^ as blasted 
And I found the canker in ilka tree, 

So soon as the fruit was tasted. 
Then I took to turning Miss Fortune's wheel 

At cards or at hazard nightly : 
And I though for a while th^t the girl would smile 

If I tickled her features lightly. 
But she changed her grace with an angry face , 

Like a Saturday's moon just risen , 
And frown'd like a beast on my doleful case , 

And gave me a twelve month's prison! 
So of parents , of riches , of a' that can 

Make the gay world charming, bereaved , 
I began to suspect that the heart o' man 

Was only made to be grieved. 
So I heaved the cross right on to my back 

Resolved no sinner to tarry: 
If I bear my cross, it will bear me aback, 

■ 

Said I , so my burthen Til carry. 
This is, I allow it, a sorry fling 

To which my misfortunes drive me 
But the cross, by Jove, is the only thing 

Of which nobody can deprive me. 
On earth each scheme of power , and might 

Doth glance agly in sorrow, 
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"Where every promise Hope makes tonight 

Is broken before tomorrow. 
So I ride at last on the Christian's cross ; 

From my back no Devil shall tear it: 
Thus I humbly hope to Heaven to go , 

Now there's strength to carry you, Poll, also 
Gome lend me a shoulder to bear it ('*'). 

<^^^ DIRGE. 



Tms BTIIIG HUlfTRESs' GOIirESSIOIf' A TEUB TAli. 



Am Th» Maid of Bedlam. 

Memory ca nae back the days , 
When auce a little child , 

The ripplin' bum and flowrie braes 
Hy atfless time b^uil'd. 

For noo disgraced and quite forlorn , 
While guilt o'erhangs my head, 

The wild birds are my anely friends 
And the cauld earth my bed. 

My history then briefly know , 
And if you would be wise, 

To 'scape the same unlucky blow 
Implore the very skies. 



(*) Somebody wrote under theie linei when I first put them in the Album •^- 
« This it indeed a true picture of the ayerage lot of man in life > 

The idea of riding on the cross is from Thomas a Kempii wha obserTes 
Si poriOB erucem libenter, portahit te. 
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My feibet #atf a guid auld MH , 

My mither tt&t ^hd IcMd; 

AAd 1 II U^dfeirheiBrfed cliad, 
Nar triielly inclia'd. 

I coutd not eien hsdt toi iee 

An insect trampled 6*er, 
Btrt ofken chid the nulid who ti-od 

The spider on tbe floor. 

When falcons seized their feathered prey , 

I could nae hear their cry, 
And every mouse the cat might slay 

Soon shared m'y sympathy. 

But whylome on a luckless day 

111 fated as the owl, 
Gallina ca*d me down to see 

Her gang and kill a fowlj 

It chanced she killed the very chick 

Which I had bftfen fed: 
And I cried as though tny heart wad break 

To find my bird was dead: 

I cad nae i^at his honor'd corse , 

When on the table laid , 
But begg'ed Mamma, wi sonsic face, 

To beat the dairy maid. 

But a' tny horrors pass'd away, 

The thought ance cross'd my mind, 
That, as my elders cruel ^cre, 
Twere folly to be kind. 
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To tvitness scenes like these I strore 

Hy in£eint heatl to Aeel^ 
I play'd at killing Hies, for fowlt, 

And love'd to make them feel; 

With other children roam'd the wood 

To spoil the wild birds nest , 
And plundered all her littlfe brood , 

When they lay Sntig at rest. 
I grew not vicious all at once, 

But every cruel Htohght , 
Some act more savage than tlie last, 

Some de^d more deadly brought. 

A woman grown, the Forest range'd 

Wi Dian' in the chkse, 
Till my tvhole nature ihm Was changed , 

All chang'd elc^pft my face. 

I Idv'd to feel the v«^rithihg fish 

In tortures bn the iiob'k^ 
And jo^^'d to sit tUe leeUiig daty , 

The tyrant of the bi'bok; 

A canny laii^d propose'd to me 

To be his wedded bride; 
But hae; it were too tathe a thing 

To sit sib men beside. 
I sought to wed a htihter bold 

A hiihter sdbri I founds 
But ance for giving me a scold 

I feird him to the grdimd. 
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I fear'd his vengeanec an the law , 

An as I had been taught 
By cruelty red blood to draw, 

I linger d on the tliought , 

That it might better be at ance 

To do the best I can, 
And put all witness well askance — - 

It seemed the only plan. 

I drew the knife wherewith of yore 

I kiird the fated deer, 
And plunged it deep in his heart's gore 

Tho' trembling still wi fear. 
I fled into a foreign land, 

That I might save my life , 
Where I read that an English gentleman 

Was murdered by his wife. 
The question now was hoo to live. 

As hunger I did feel. 
I had often robbed the linnet's nest 

Therefore kent hoo to steal* 
The tap, the brothel and the dice 

Divided now my days; 
But Justice fair had followed me 

Through all my wicked ways. 
Ane dark night in Gotytto's den 

The De'il becam my match, 
Caught struggling wi a weakly man 

That I might steal his watch. 
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For I had often drawn the noose 

To catch the ortolan, 
And thus was taught the way to choose 

To tak the life o' man. 
To the tribunal I was led 

And there condemned to die ; 
But though all other friends had fled 

The jailer let me fly. 
For ilka woman's death , to man , 

Is sic a sore disgrace 
That she carrys e'en her right to sin 

In her ain handsome fiace. 
Now wild distracted and disgraced 

About the world I run, 
"Wi scarce ane horrid crime or vice 

That I had left undone : 

But Justice faithfu' to her charge 

Hae not forget her guard, 
She never leaves the bad upscourged , 

Nor good, without reward. 
Disease and want have sappd my frame, 

And I am left to die , 
Starved to contrition, while to Hell 

I seem about to fly. 

So you that would sic sins avoid , 
And a' the woes they bring , 

Be kind to animals when young : 
And here I cease to sing. 
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(»3) BALLAD 

THE niGHTMAEB OF LIIIIViEUS. 

I dreamt that I died , but that after my death , 

I still was percipient clay ; 
The earth was my body, the air was my breath , 

And my blood flow'd in rivers away: 
Then Flora , wha trampled me under her feet , 

In gay colours danc'd over the ground ; 
And yet , my olfactory senses to greet , 

Shed the balm o' sweet odours around! 
And she ca'd the gay Nymphs that attend in her train 

In colours so variously drest, 
And, doffing the white shroud wherein I was slain, 

They danc'd a quadrille on my breast! 
And they took it in turn to figure away, 

As their showing off season came round ; 
While lady Arundo soft music did play. 

And Diana beat time on the ground! 
But Thetis was taller than a' the rest, 

And her weight I wi' agony bore; 
"When she stamped , the blood flow'd up in my chest , 

As the tide rises up on the shore; 
But my heart was o' rock in a mountain dell, 

"Whence torrents of liquid did flaw; 

And the girls as they danc'd , and sipp'd at the well, 
Maiv blooming, and fresher did grpw! 

Galanthis , the £air , in a robe of white , 
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As modest as colourless snow , 
Wi Primula footed , left Land and right , 

On the frolic fantastical toe : 
DafFodilla, the next, was a gaudy Miss, 

With a yellow vest and a green gown; 
And she fled just to give Ilyacinthus a kiss, 

And nodded her jealous head down ! 
For she view'd her fair rival step up by her side , 

Scilla gracefully vested in blue , 
Whom Narcissus and Crocus had claimed for a bride, 

As she bath'd in the morning dew ; 
Chaste Viola next, sae sweetlie parfum'd, 

Crept lihtly my bosom alang ; 
And was followed by Rosa , wha blushing assumed 

Preeminence over the thrang ! 
Then Tulipa, gaudy coquette, kept rule, 

Wha sets such a price on her feature , 
And dresses for every holiday fool. 

That capriciously pays for such creatures. 
But she gave place, in the wavering round, 

To a maid of great power to lure , 
Amaryllis, whom a' the fresh vallies resound 

Wi her fringes o' crimson pure! 
Then Lilia , bland as Silhonian snow , 

Stood up most majestic and tall , 
But complained that Campanula jostled her so , 

That she scarcely could dance at all. 

Gonvolvula next, a new waltz proposed, 

13. 
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With Tropoeola , whirling around ; 
But they tangled their arms and legs as they clos d 

Till they both tumbled ddwn on the ground : 
But all were eclips'd, when Calendula came 

Wi her glory o' burnisd gold, 
She extinguished the last o* my vital flame, 

And danc'd till my breath was cold. 
But just I seemed about to die , 

We heard the sound of a carriage, 
And learnt that Tortula off did fly, 

Having made quite a secret marriage. 
Her vicious ciiample was foUow'd by a' , 

All secretive huzzies, d'ye see, 
Parmelia had clambered over the wa', 

And had mulliplted under a tree. 
Now, all on a sudden, in a painted scarf. 

Came Iris Wi Pluvia smart. 
Introducing a fierce looking fiery maid , 

Wha pierced my heart with a dart -»** 
'Twas the goddess Electra, * with amber hair 

To whom attic dwellings are giv0ii; 
Wha, foUow'd by thundering bailifiEsi thei'e^ 

Lap out o' the window of Heaven! 
Tlie concussion was sharp , and great was the ittarl 

And then to my utter surprise, 



The Electricity, or Lightning. 
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I fir3t dreamt I was dreaming , and then with a start, 

I awoke ^ and I rubbed my eyes. 
I had doz'd , dear Selina , with thee on my breast , 

In one of the Paphian bowers , 
And thy fragant breath, as we both caressed, 

Had set me a dreaming on flowers! 



MARY AND THE WEE SNAIL. 



li ! puir little mortal , said Polly ae day , 
s she carelessly smashed a wee snail in her way , 
i spite of the horns that graw out of your head^ 
oo cruelly trampled ! hoo soon ye are dead ! 
^us man, through this valley o' tears as he creeps, 
^hile sometimes he laughs, and at others he weeps. 
Its forth his fine feelers to find out the road, 
» ease his hard yoke and to lighten his load, 
U Fortune more hastily driving along , 
^heard her swift wheel and unnoticed her song , 
liile he struggles to catch her , will trample him doun , 
lid he meets wi a cross wha wad cateh at a crown, 
^cn turnings she viewed the puir creature again , 
>^d blushed that so cruel a girl she had been ; 
^morse overcame her, she hung doun her head, 
insulted the doctor, an hastened to bed! 
^t nae sooner at rest was she laid for the naight, 
hau the ghaist of the snail woke her up in a fright , 
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And crawling at length to the top o' the broom , 

Thus awfully spake in the midst o' the gloom! — 

For this fault there awaits ye, as oracles say, 

In the kingdom to come a smart whipping ae day! 

But if satisfaction you'r willing to make, 

To morrow gie Neptune the whole of your cake; 

Haste now to your birdcage and open the door, 

Let fly your canary , and murder no more ! 

Well kent she the doctrine o' penance an grace, 

Took warning, got up and made haste to the place, 

Let fly the fond bird to give thanks on the fir, 

For freedom regained, to his Maker and her! 

And further, to Heaven, on interest, to lend. 

Sent to London ane pound to the Animals Friend. * 

(^5) VERSES INSCRIBED ON A SKULL. 



empty vault of former glory ; 

Whale er thou werl in time of old, 
Thy surface tells thy living store , 

Though now so hollow , dead , and cold ! 
For in thy form is yet descry 'd 

The traces left of young Desire ; 
The painter's art, tlie statesman's pride. 

The Muse's song , the Poet's fire ; 



* Animals^ Friend Society, London. — Soo Translation, infra, among iho 
PoSmaia Latina ei Grceca. 
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Bui these , forsooth , now seem to be 
Mere bumps on thy periphery. 

Dear Nature, constant in her laws, 

Hath mark'd each mental operation , 
She every feeling's limit draws 

On all the heads throughout the nation , 
That there might no deception be ; 

And he who kens her tokens well, 
Hears tongues which every where agree 

In language that no lies can tell— ^ 
Courage, Deceit^ Destruction, Theft, 
Have outlines on the skullcap left. 

But through all Nature's constancy 

An awful change of form is seen, 
Two forms are not which quite agree. 

None is replaced that once hath beenj 
Endless variety in all , 

From fly to man , Creation's pride , 
Each shows his proper form , to fall 

Eftsoons in time's o'erwhelming tide; 
And mutability goes on 
With ceaseless combination. 

'Tis thine to teach with magic power 
Those who still bend life's fragile stem, 

To suck the sweets of ilka flower, 
Before the sun shall set on them; 

Calm the contending passions dire, 
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That on thy surfoce I discry, 
Like water i^ruggling with the fire 

In combat^ which of them shall die: 
Thus is the soul, in Fury's car, 
A type of HelVs intestine war. 

Old wall of man's most noble part , 

"While now I trace with trembling hand 
Thy sentiments, how oft I ^rt. 

Dismayed at such a jarring band. 
Man with discordant frenzy fraught 

Seems either madman , fbol , or knare ; 
To try to lire is all he's taught— 

To 'scape her feel who nought doth save ; 
In life's proud race, unknown our goal, — 
To strive against a kindred soul. 

These various organs show the place 

Where Friendschip loved where Passion glow*( 
Where Veneration grew in grace. 

Where Justice swayed , where man was proud— 
Whence Wit its slippery sallies threw 

On Vanity , thereby defeated ; 
Where Hope's imaginary view 

Of things to come , fond fool , is seated ; 
Where Circumspection made us fear, 
'Mid gleams of joy some danger near. 

Here fair Benevolence doth grow 

In forehead high —here Imitation 
Adorns the stage, here on the brow 
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Are Sound's and Colours legislation. 
Here doth Appropriation try, 

By help of Secrecy to gain 
A store of wealthy against we die, 

For heirs to dissipate again. 
Cause and Comparison here show 
The use of every thing we know. 

But here that fiend of fiends doth dwell , 

Wild Ideality unshaken 
By facts or theory, whose spell 

Maddens the soul and fires our beacon, 
Whom Memory tortures, Faith deludes^ 

Whom Circumspection fills with dread, 
On every organ he obtrudes, 

Until Destruction o'er his head 
Impends; then mad with luckless strife. 
He volunteers the loss of life. 

And canst thou teach to future man 

The way his evils to repair—^ 
Say , O memento of the span 

Of mortal life ! For if the care 
Of truth to Science be not given, 

From whom no treachery it can sever , 
There's no dependence under Heaven 

That err our may not reign for ever* 
May future heads more learning cull 
From thee , when mine shall be a skull . — 
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m SONG. 

Occasioned by seeing the Portrait^ of a long T^^^ 

Favourite. 1820. 



Selina ! yes , I view again 

A form still dear to me ; 
While tears of rapture flow in vain , 

Alas! for 'tis not she ! 
Oft have I wished myself the rose 

Entwine'd amidst y'er hair — 
That wellknown robe of blue, which flows 

Around y'er bosom fair! 

But, most of all, that lovelorn flower. 
The heartsease marked with jet, 

Which, pressed by thee in youthful hour, 
Expired at y'er feet ! 

When evening's dusky shadows fall , 

And Cynthia lights the sky, 
I roam 'neath yonder ivied wall. 

To think of thee and sigh ! 
By every myrtle bower green. 

Where we have twined the wreath ; 
By every transient bloom of Spring , 

That adds its fragant breath ! 

Dear portrait, thou canst not deceive! 

The guileful task forbear: 
0, change it , Heaven , and let me live , 

And bid herself be here ! 



( 113 ) 

MOUSE'S PETITION TO THE HOUSE 
KEEPER , FROM THE TRAP. 

O mistress Belly hear the prayer 

Of one for freedom sighing 
Nor shut thy heart, so debonair, 

Against the prisoner crying. 
If thou for liberty hast glow'd 

And spurn'd a tyrant's chain 
Forbear forbear the world's high road 

With guiltless blood to stain. 
O do not taint with murderous step 

Thy hospitable hearth , 
But loose from out this horrid trap 

A prize of little worth. 
O let me go into my hole 

Forbear to crush er smother 
The last of all our family , 

As thou hast kill'd my brolher. 
The maid relented and let go 

The little mouse to play 
Who with his pranks has charm'd her so 

Since he had got away, 
That every morn at breakfast time 

She gives him bread to eat, 
And is right glad, when he comes out, 

The liltle beast to greet. 
So when unto some prisoner 

Our mercy we extend 
He, grateful for the kind demur 

Becomes our warmesl friend. C^) 

ff». Fr. Soc, This seems to have also some particular allusion. 

14. 
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<»«) TO A VISION. 



«s 



O what art thou on rapid pinions flying? 

c The Universe , » th'Ephemera replied , 
a More fleet than Paestums scented Zephyrs sighing, 

Or Peneus floods through Tempers vale that glide ! 
And who art thou its transient course pursuing ! 

c Lifes Fertile Source , » the whitewing'd Dove rej oind ; 
The sportive insect you are fondly viewing 

Inspired by me becomes Eternal Mind. 
Then what are all those myriad globules turning 

Round various axes, in the vaulted skies, 
Countless at Lybian sands their lamps are burning, 

Fed from some fount beyond man's searching eyes. 
« All that is rife with sense , » resumed the bird , 

Are salient points in Cybele's great womb, 
Begot by Goelus, but the Eternal Word 

« Bring forth » will rule their birthday and her tomb. 

(5»^ THE COCK AFLOAT IN THE BOWL. 



At Rotterdam in olden time 

The dykes once broke , 'tis said , 

The floods burst in, the waters swelled 
And dreadful ravage made. 
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The poultry in a farmyard fence 

From a huge bowl -were fed, 
"Which stood half full of barley whence 

The fowls their dinner made. 
The fields were drench'd the cattle drowned 

As in the sea did roll, 
When the adroit and cunning cock 

Jump'd right into the bowl. 
Full well he knew his boat would float 

Where e'er the flood might go. 
And that he had his food aboard 

And drink in plenty iooi 
In rush'd the wild impetous wave , 

The chickens were all drown'd, 
But Chanticleer his life did save , 

Since he a ship had found. 
But when the flood retir'd again 

And he was safe ashore, 
He could not find one chick or hen 

That he had known before; 
For he was borne to Overschie 

Upon the angry surge. 
The rest lay dead at Rotterdam, 

And you may sing their dirge « 
So like a mariner escaped 

From some great storm at sea , 
Who gets another Poll and brats 

When his own drownded be. 
Our gallant Cock found other hens , 

And added to the stock 
Of farmer Fudge who to his joy 

Now found another cock. 
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m VELATA VIRGO. 



IMPROMTU on SEBIKG A TOrWG tABY TAKE THE RELIGIOUS HJ^ ^W. 



Say Muse to what intent yon sable throng 
Of Virgins darkly veiled pass along , 
Where tapers dim arranged in saintly row 
Their scanty light across the cloister throw, 
And hallow'd strains in softned accents blend , 
To beg that God forestalling grace will send, 
To bless the maid who kneels in fervent prayer > 
And for the cloister quits a world of care. 
Say why does she, who whylome tun'd the lyre 
To artless notes of love and warm desire, 
With skillful hand could touch the plaintive lute, 
Or sing responsive to the she shepherd's flute , 
Now string the harp with holy chords, to move 
A heart that sighs for brighter scenes above. 
What wish denied, what love too rudely cross'd, 
What prospect blasted, or what fortune lost, 
Gould prompt an heiress of such high renown 
Upon the world's inviting charms to frown? 
To spurn what pleasures youth and beauty yield-— 
The chase, the dance, the banquet and the field. 
With Juno's eyes and Dian's figure bless'd, 
By woman envied and by man carcss'd , 
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lose voice was music , and whose tread was grace , 
bile passion glow'd in her enchanting face? 
3s she desire to raise her saintly worth, 
bringing down celestial fire on Earth, 
vainly hopes her sins will be forgiven , 
bearing lustre to the stars of Heaven ? 
f for what joy, for what Seraphic blis, 
B gives the world her last and ligering kiss, 
te one who bears the nectar bowl away 
ilh hopes reserved for some more festive day. 
y censure slay, Melpomene replie'd, 
\ her who to the world to day hath died : 
► deep remore e'er tore her virgin heart 

wisely steeVd against love's poison'd dart : 
3 knew with equal firmness to withstand, 

s tempter's gold, ihe suitors proferrd hand: 
3 knew mankind with deep deceit was fraught, 

dire experience and trouble taught: 
5 world foregone , when Heaven's reign begins , 
pis'd its follies and condemn'd its sins, 
is day from all its snares she gets release, 

tread the surer paths of endless peace. 

i THE STORY OF THE BELL. 

Ask , gentle reader , of the recreant Muse , 
My history, my origin and use. 

1 am a bell in lofty steeple hung ; 

Where God is worshipped and his praise is sung. 
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My life's long story shall thou shortly know , 

From whence I came, and whither I must go. 

Beyond the spray of Deva's fabled waves, 

Deep in Gornubia's dark unfathom'd caves, 

A metal lay conceal'd in winding veins , 

Which Vulcan smelted into silver grains. 

Old stories tell that in the mystic land 

Wherein Queen Mab leads forth the elfin band, 

And fairy sprites in moonlight morris dance , 

And dapper pizgies round Lostwithiel prance , 

Diana once her plighted vows forgot, 

And from her fell bow Cupid's arrow shot: 

It dropt on Jove; and, as it entered in, 

Th'engender'd mixture prov'd the baby Tin, 

Full grown , she imitates her mother's arts , 

And follows Phoebus into foreign parts. 

Her patron Venus to each flow'ry mead 

And crystal brook would fain the the youngling lead ; 

Roaming the Gallic and Italian fields 

The amorous damsel soon to Hymen yields. 

Thus mother Tin to father Copper join'd 

DIssolv'd in warmth^ like other lovers kind: 

As chaste Lucina blest their mutual flame. 

So I their sweet melodious offspring came: 

Seven younger brethren did our brood compose , 

And the full octave in the belfry rose. 

Here hung aloft our hallow'd rites began , 

God's servants and the monitors of man. 

We, in melodious harmony, are bound, 

When the full festive peal is ringing round. 

By our sweet melting influence to bind 

In stronger social bonds all human kind. 
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3ften at eve, when the hush'd winds are still, 

^nd the pale moon plays on the tinkling rill , 

A^cross the lake our soften'd murmur swells, 

A.nd the lost pilgrim hails the village bells ; 

Who from some foreign shrine content to come, 

Is glad to find himself so near his home. 

Oftimes at noon, when warmer duties lead 

To the tann'd haycock in the grassy mead. 

And the swink't hind, with sultry toil opprest, 

Under the blossomed thorn is laid at rest , 

Our startling peal through tangled copses flings 

Its cheering notes , and to the herdsman brings 

Glad tidings of some victory at sea, 

Or else of village wedding, as may be. 

Sabina now her oaken bower leaves. 

And Marian no longer binds the sheaves; 

Both under hedgerow elms together walk, 

And waste , beneath the shade , their time in talk 

Of who is married? why the bells ring now? 

Perhaps then farmer Stock has found his cow ! 

Or the rich widow has a suitor got 

To be the second partner of her lot. 

But while our sounds are dying on the gale. 

The landlord bears the jug of spicy ale, 

Follow'd by Thestilis , who brings at last 

Of country herbs the labourer's repast. 

Such is our peal when all in chorus ring; 

^ut each her proper office oft doth sing : 

"Each separate sound , like prophets' words of old , 

Hath its respective duty to unfold; 

And though each tongue is various, to one end 

All our advice and varied accents tend. 
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Concord in all is perfect, for 'lis given 

To bells, like saints, to cheer the way to Heaven! 

Our treble shrill and clear is christen'd John, 

And to each matin choir he calls anon. 

His little note, like bleating lamb, doth keep 

The early vigils of Christs folded sheep. 

Our second , Agnes , tolls when children die ; 

A passing bell of plaintive ministrelsy. 

Our third nam'd Stephen is the sanctus bell : 

May all who hear him do their duty well. 

Our fourth, sad Magdalen, to penance calls, 

And startles wassailers in festive halls. 

Deep, flat and mellow doth her sombre note 

At shriving tide, o'er evening meadows float 5 

When pensive nuns, yclad in sable veils, 

Quit the loud choir, to tell their dolefull tales, 

And every village maid who weaves or spins 

Forsakes her woof and wheel and counts her sins: 

Now the old hypocrite, alarm'd and sad, 

Dreads to confess the crime that drives him mad ; 

And every monitory clang or knell 

Brings to his view repentance , penance , HelL 

Far different is yon virgin at her beads, 

Who a chaste life in Godly counsel leads! 

Our fifth, the firebell, is Saint Laurence call'd: 

A louder larum ne'er from steeple bawl'd. 

His voice, most terrible at midnight hour 

Makes the stout heart of city wights to cow'r. 

That dreadful element in flames^ had broke 

Froth from his bonds , and fill'd the air with smoke. 

No more man's slave, his master now become. 

He rages far and wide: hark how the drum, 
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Mid screaming trumpet and alarming horn, 
Proclaims the burning town, and blazing corn. 
Xoud idniek Ihe ^omen, engines roll along, 
And houseless thousands lo the ramparts Yhrong. 
The deep red eky reflects the horrid light , 
And from their nests o'en scares the birds at night. 
Meanwhile the bell with wild uproriouisi clang 
Rings on , while many votive prayers lire sang. 
From fiercer fires than wliat our fifth proclaimis 
May our sweet sixth protect all pious dam6s; 
He, BAfttsT caird, to every mass inrites, 
And with his ^heer^l tone the hind delights; 
Bids faithftil pastors now prepare the way 
For Him who from high HeiftV*n descends to day. 
Our seventh , the most mysterious note of all ^ 
Profound and awful, has been christened PAeii 
The funeral clang , the mournful passing ktiell 
Attest the force of this soulsaddening bell. 
And I , the last ^ not least , am Maet named , 
And for my deep impressive tone am famed ; 
I bear her image who the infent Grod 
XIath born , and on the conquered serpent tro^. 
for each great feast my solemn voice I raise , 
Inviting all to sing their Maker's praise < 
*Then calls the housewife all the maids around > 
And says , hark now the Maet clock doth sound ; 
"Wash up the house , and put your work away , 
Tomorrow is a festive holiday. 

Three times , three strokes , three times a day , I ring , 
To call the faithfuU Angelus to sing; 
And often times I give the warning sound 
Of curfew, when no fire must more be found. 

15. 



(122) 

So here I hang in steeple tall ; and now 

The various emblems of the church will show* 

Whereby the pilgrim and the peasant learn 

Of Heaven the eternal boon to earn. 

The lofty spire that points toward to the sky 

Inspires the hind earth's sordid cares to fly. 

IF, like the weathercock , he deign to bend 

To every breath that God on high doth send. 

The storied windowpanes are coloured o'er 

With a rich series of historic lore 

Which at the dusky close of summers day 

Are softly tinted with the parting ray. 

The marble urn by cypress shades o'erhung 

Declares that here we shall not tarry long. 

Then flock around this venerable pile 

Of gothic splendour , and descend the aisle : 

Rang'd on each side the nave in double rows 

Before each saint a lighted taper glows; 

Lights of the church, in whom the child may fin 

Each patron virtue suited to the mind. 

But as , beneath the elevated arch , 

We with a trembling step are wont to march, 

To gain the altar and repair our loss, 

We see life's giant emblem in the cross. 

Here in the nitch Gods Virgin Mother stands 

Bearing the Infant Jesus in her hands; 

Beneatl) her feet the trampled serpent lies , 

Her wrapt soul beaming in her azure eyes. 

There on the left tlie meek disciple John 

To humbler virtues doth invite anon; 

While pictures all around aloud proclaim 

The holy painters everlasting feme. 
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9ere floats the ark upon the watery flood : 
Suil't on false hopes there towering Babel stood : 
3ere God creates, and each fond creature lives, 
There the Angelic message Gabriel gives. 
3a yonder wall behold Rebecca's well , 
The tale of Joseph other tablets tell. 
Each history told each holy fact reveal'd 
bought from the students ken is there conceard. 
When Job is tried , let all his patience learn : 
olomorrah burns, let man to virtue turn. 
[n each old nook vindictive Justice stands , 
And bids in prayer to knit our suppliant hands, 
A.nd beg that all may now protected be 
From sin's entail, and made from danger free. 
The very stone doth cry from out the wall, 
And seems endow'd with a prophetic call, 
And tells me I am mortal ; so are you j 
The priest who preaches and the pupil too : 
Indentity alone belongs to soul^ 
Destined hereafter to attain its goal. 
Then hasten to that place whence mercy flows , 
And the pale lamp before that altar glows , 
Where grace alone rewards the palmer's toil 
And fills our lamps with unconsuming oil. 
All that is mortal in this vale below 
Sprang from the dust , and to the dust must go. 
If fierce Electra should not strike the fane, 
Time's slow unerring tooth will grind the same : 
And the Gameleon changes of each day 
Proclaim that all things wane and waste away, 
licarn then the truth , earths vanity despise , 
And seek a lasting mansion in the skies. 



(«^ INSCRIPTION FOR TEE TOMB^ OF BlI 

QIM BOG SSAlRCIS, 

DECEASED 23d AUD BUAIED SUKDrAOT 24tH WIIBvl83S^ AtSghAUHK. 

Beneath these trees I'?e buried my old dog,^ 

Who, nine years ,, by my side wasc wont to jog.. 

With him I lov'd the weary day to spend ,. 

My brother mortal and my only friend*. 

But now his tongue is mute,, his bones are old^ 

His nerves are quiet, and his blood is. cold. 

Tet, warmer still, though cold, than those wha find 

A pride to boast themselves of humaa kind: 

Nor emptier I find his hollow head ^ 

Now laid, as whih)me|. on bis ma&terV hed^.. 

Than stupid man's who takes such- fruitless pains. 

To make me think his skull possessed of brains : 

For Shargs was Nature's dearest sweetest child;. 

His ways were simple and bis temper mUd,. 

His faithful heart alone knew no deceit;, 

And, when his tongue his masters hand would. g|»ct, 

No squint suscipion filled the cautions mind^^ 

Such asi one feels when greeted by mankind,^ 

That venom lurks behind each fond embrace.,^ 

While hypocrite is wj-itten in the fa^aL 

Vile man alone defiles the nuptial bed;. 

Lust bids him couple , interest makes bim^ wed». 

Pride prompts his virtues, avarice hi& cares*;. 

And coward superstition writes his prayjersv 

In his curs d fell , if tales of old be trua^ 

And Satan really tumbled with hi& crew ,. 

Man , more degraded than the rest, at. least.,. 



( 125 ) 

1 fowev than each other fallen beast : 
cl, to conceal his shame, he inakcs. liis task, 
every stage of life to wear the mask : 
* , though the lion lies not with the lamb, 
2^ cub sleeps safely by the parent dam ; 
^ fos may hunt the goose, the stoat die rat, 
e snappish dog may chase, the saucy cat, 
liere right is might and hunger points the way, 
B stronger beast will make the weak his prey; 
( man leaves other brutes far far behind, 

cruelty and preys Uj:>on mankind:^ 
rg!d with the gore of beasts, seeks human food. 
ts kindred flesh , and drinks his- brother's bloods 

civil life, a fiend grown more refin'd, 

steals his friends estate and wounds his miiul 
stroys his comrade's honor ,. blasts his fame, 
id robsr his neighbour of an. an. honest name ; 
id, when his foul career is fully run, 
s body rotten and his soul undone , 
5 hopes to: get his: horrid sins forgiven , 

laying claim to aiL exclusive heaven. 
:s, cursed man! live: seen the- sable dy«, 

every clime, of thy hypocrisy, 
1, mjr dear dog, endow'd with simple grace,, 
^ried his heart: upon, his honest face; 
Ith friendship , not by sordid lucre gained , 
< faith uapurchas'd and his love uiifeign'd,, 
y unlike man who courts, where, he can pick.,. 
Vd where belov'd i not lov'd where he' pauld lick ; 
d. preyed himself, to life's remotest end, 

only trusty and eoufidiog firiend. 
t noW: he's gone and all bis pranks are o'er ; 
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And Poski plays where Sliargs had play'd befo^Kre; 
God wot how soon a third may take his place_^ 
And grace the kennel he was wont to grace; 
How soon may Zampa wag his merry tail 
O'er their twin graves; for dogs, like men, arefVa//^ 
At least in body , though they're firm in mind , 
As in these records, trac'd by love, wc find. 
Like waves at sea , or Sowers in the mead , 
Man follows man , and dogs to dogs succeed. 
Where e'er the mind can rove, or body range, 
The universe is one wide ceaseless change : 
Nor whence we come, nor whither we shall go, 
Have the Gods gi'en to prying man to know. 
Then, hither, Muses, all your concord bring, 
And, Flora, round this urn your blossoms fiing: 
Haste to his mould, and on this tablet lay 
Each virgin bloom that decks the lap of May; 
Scatter the heartsease of unnumber'd dyes, 
And open Summer's sweet enamell'd eyes. 
And thou. Melpomene, whom Pity bids 
To dry thy tears and wipe thy lovely lids. 
Dip Clio's quill in Brahma's Indian ink, 
Since all eftsoons of Lethe's stream must drink; 
And write on this grey tomb o'er grown with moss— 
Of one true friend I here bewail the loss. 
Of all the forms fond Memory can trace , 
None are so sweet as Puppy's sonsy face , 
Busy \^as snug, old Tray was vastly clever , 
Fangs handsome , Trim and Lion quiet never : 
Long PuM was fond, but cross. Guess hardly civil) 
And poor old Los&i, snappish as the Devil, 
But was endowed with friendship's firmest ties. 
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^hile melancholly press d his yellow eyes, 
^nd e'en in death liis pleasure unsurpassed 
l¥as to defend my wardrobe to the last. 
Nature for each fond dog from Jove had stole 
Some special grace to animate his soul ; 
To SHARGS alone were higher titles given , 
Which Justice registers this day in heaven. 



SPRING. 



Full blossomed trees, rich perfume in the gale , 
The primrose bank, tbe violet margin^ vale; 
The choral grove, where birds the boughs yjiiel 
Carol of love , and seem sad woes to tell. 
Clear azure skies, the honey winged bees 
Gathering their sweets and humming in the breeze , 
Starspangled meads, where painted butterflies 
Sport o'er the flowers; where the swallow hies, 
Skimming along the grass ^ or crystal pool, 
Spreading its deep blue surface cleare and cooL 
These are the sweet of Spring, and while May flings 
The richest scents o'er Zephyr's muskie wings ; 
While Flora treads the flowerenamell'd way , 
And Leisure breaths the fragrant air of day ; 
Give me in gardens trim relir'd to rove : 
Or'neath the pine and poplars shadie grove. 
Woke by the cock's first clarion shrill at dawn, 
Lulled by the hum of bees on noontide lawn ; 
And when at eve loud sounds the vesper bell, 
Sooth'd by the song of plaintive nightingale. — 
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<«^> RECOLLECTIONS OF FAR DISTAPCT 

SEASONS. 



Ah why in Memory's magic lantern spell 

Do sounds and scenes of childhood love to dwell 

Why do her notes float o'er the muskie dale 

At eventide with many a flowery tale? 

How we in Spring's and Life's sweet April time 

Were joyed to spoil the Daisy's earliest prime, 

And rob the first pale primroses flowers we met^ 

Or pull their roots to carry home ond set^ 

How in our little gardens loy'd to note 

The Robin's song , or Cuckoo's early throat 

How when maturer Summer used le lead 

To romp on haycocks in the grassy mead , 

Or when , as now , ripe Autumn's sheaves were bound 

With hearts like feathers, we would dance around i 

Nor less enjoy white Winter's Christmas toys , 

Sports, games, and play, and fifty childish joys, 

In every season count our pleasures o'er, 

And feel as we on earth shall feel no more. 
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P A iV 



A PiSTORAL OF THE FIRST AGE. 



It ioas during an illness which confined the authour to 
the house in the year 1840 that this poem was written* 
Being unable to attend to his usual routine of scientific pur- 
suits, in consequence of fever , he amused the tedious hours of 
cofivalescence with its composition i — 

The plan is very simple : it supposes Grcecian philosophers 
as well as shepherds to have joined the wise men of the 
East in their pelgrimage to the stall of our Lord at 
Bethlehem; and the authour takes occasion from this 
circumstance to introduce a discussion on the merits of 
Christianity, After warm discussions^ the pilgrims remain 
doubtful y and though they had offered their hymns of praise to 
the Virgin mother , yet not seeming convinced of the holy 
truth, Astroia descends in the form of Justice, and points to her 
course on Earth as affording proof of a moral Govemour, 
During the piece ^ many and varied scenes are introduced 
which would occur in the natural progress of a pilgrimage 
through the life of a Christian, and in which the authour adopts 
ike opinions of F. Guerrin du Rocher , in his Hisloire des 
Terns Fabuleux. The whole has that emblematical air which 
pervades all the authour's poetical writings. 



16. 
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SCENE 



Pal§8lin§ and particularly the Country round Bethlehem. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJE. 



MENALCAS, a young shepherd, t . Arcadia 

DAMOETAS, a aged shepherd, j ^^omArcaoia. 

PALAEMON, a shepherd and traveller. 

Prin^STRATUS |F'*"*^8ophereo«iiNKr 
LitfClANDS, a salyrical guest. 

MELtBOlBUS, ain old herdsman. 

BACCHUS, aiad his cotnrade^, in €hohis. 

VENUS and the GRACES, dancing, form ^he Balki. 
Numerous attendants, besides herds, dock's tiogs-^ %tc., 

make part of the scenery. 
MAIIY, appears vrilh the INFANT ai^d is saluted by niae 

several Sages each invoHns his fiivorite Muse. To iivit: «- 



Clio, or the Song of Glad Tiding, 
Thaeia, ortlie Salutaitibn and ^uts, 
HtitPoMEiTB , c^r the complaiM afifA tSdOfik^licb, 
EuTEEPB , or the PoVver o? Sacred Sonif, 
Calliope , or Prophecy- of MartyiNlom«, 
EitATO , or Prophecy of Church Music , 
PoLYHTMNiA^ or Traditions Resolved , 
Tbepstchoee, or Prayelr >Lii(i Peiiahbe, 
Ueahia, or Eucharistic "Coiisdifibiation. 

ASTR^A , at length , descends ihA ^jpedcs ih% SpfiUgde. 
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PI^OLOGUE. 



spokeh bt mbnalgas* 



I who , e'er while , Arcadian groves among , 
Of shepherds' loves , in rustic accents , sung — 
Who to no higher themes had tun'd my lays, 
Than Corin s worth , or Cloe's homely praise ; 
Nor took, in rural ditty, higher aim 
Than to perpetuate Sahina's fame, 
Or laud Neaera's golden curling locks, 
Or the white fleeces of Palsemon's flocks, 
Or Phryne's eyes, so languishing and sweet. 
Or Lihertina's lightly tripping feet , * 
Or laid , perhaps , in melancholy mood , 
By smooth Meander's softly babbling flood, 
Have staid the Naids on the banks , that rove 
To hear the plaint of Arethusa's love; 
And in my turn have told the mournful tale 
How Gallus his Lycoris did bewail «- 
Now to still loftier rhymes the Muse invite, 
With lips more chasten'd and a bolder flight, 
To ehant the praise of the Eternal Pan, 
Today come down from Heaven to dwell with man« 



* Properluf bat it:— Et canit, ot soleaut moUiter ire pedef. 
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Not all are pleased to wend the peaceful way, 
Through flowery dales , and breathe the air of day, 
Midst blossom'd bushes, or where darkening trees 
Fan their green leaves to Zephyr s musky breeze , 
Content to dwell the greenwood shades among, 
Gheer'd by Luscinia's strains, or Procne's song: 
For higher minds a higher theme demand, 
And purer notes touched by an abler hand. 
To please you then, I quit the oaks and rills, 
And now to graver stops have touched the quills; 
Assist me then , sweet Clio , to unfold 
The mystic legends that were read of . old , 
By elder bards at history's first dawn , 
When erst the young world sucked the breath of moro, 
Whose prophecies relate to later days. 
So help me to extol our Master's praise ; 
And then , should I hia approbation gain , 
Yours is the second boon I would obtain : 
And if T give ye entertainment due, 
I am rewarded by amusing you ; 
But if perchance I might not thus succeed , 
And hang my hopes upon a broken reed. 
My vanquished Muse shall* now retreat with sorrow^ 
And you shall hear a sweeter strain tomorrow. 
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PAN 



A PASTOBAL OF THE FIRST CENTURY. 



IE I. — Discovers a wide plane in Judasa before sunrise ^ where 
\epherdsj assembled from various parts, are sleeping by their 
ccks, Menalcas rises and soliloquizes, 

length Aurora from yon eastern brow 
;ps o*er the russet fallows and green Jawns , 
d fires the grey peaks of each hoary hill 
th her pale saffron light; but why her torch 
from the lamp of Day should burn so pale ; 
ly she has borow'd the dark cowl of Night 
d is in trim, so unlike the gay morn, 
len in her ruby mantle she arose 
ely to light the mighty Titan's path 
1 lead him on to victory o'er Python; 10 

low my wonderment : I recollect 

looked as if array 'd in Iris scarf, 
I , with her prismy mirror in her hands , 
hful to every tint her wardrobe owns, 
t down upon the glistening earth below 
h purple radiance of his orient beams , 

to proclaim approaching majesty, 
*d forth the winged heralds of the spring , 
li in his gayest livery to attend , 

i wait upon the charriot of the Sun, 20 

ra too then was lavish, and let fall, 
m her rich calathus , the sweet musk rose . 
th pinks that throw their fragrance all around, 
d primroses that sip the morning dew: 
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Each daisy bank, each flowerenamelled dell 

Was bordered with the purple violet , 

And every tangled copse and valley green 

Seem'd dotted with the lily's little bloom, 

Or else, where Hyacinth and Scilla met^ 

A lovelier blue rivalFd the azure she^n, 50 

Well I remember, how the birds did sing 

And pourr'd their love notes frome each blosom'd bough f 

Filling the choral grove with melody , 

Nor less shrewd Procne . round her slimy nest , 

Twittering at morn beneath the cottage thatch , 

Broke the sweet slumber of the village maid ; 

While through the hollow and resounding dale 

Narcissus fled from his loquacions bride« 

Tis not so here: for all is hush'd aroun4» 

And Silence sits upon the mountain tpp, M 

Surveying h^r dqll reign : not ^'ea the lark » 

From his high pratpry in the clouds, 

Sings his rathe matin hymn ; but all is still , 

At least if stillness can be fairly caU'd 

That which is often broken in upon 

Bj the shrill clarion of the early cock , 

Who taking this pale littje wintry noon 

For a long dawning , crpweth all the day i 

And then, as fee^rful lest the murky night 

Should favour the grim wplf or thievish fox W! 

That skulks about the coops with hungry javv's 9 

He like a faithful sentinel kisfsps watch , 

And counts the long hours from the homestead lodge : 

But to my task; for the PhiKbaean lamp 

Has stretch'd out the wide landscape , I must harte 

And loose my flock? from their close wallled pens , 

To browse about the sheepwalks; true Hylax 

Wakes now e^eh ^(^pberd with his b(wuest bark 

But whp comes hither 1 if tniop eye3 he tmc , 

'Tis old DamcBUS followed by hi3 goats. W 
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i , it is he : my eyes do not 'deceive ; 

now him by his iedgy mantle grfey , 

( measured step a>nd crook 'worn mit by age, 

t most of all by Mopstts , bis old dog , 

hose shaggy hair, long ^ars, and eyes of fire, 

fit to light the }ost kid liome at night , 
n never be misUi'ken. Shepherd hail ! 
cheers me up, a kitidsman thus to griecit; 
It 'tis most filraYigfe that tve ^should hritfaret c6me 
1 Syria's plaini^^ who bu^ Ihe other tiight , TO 

the ^esh pastures of Arcadia, 
itten'd our flocfkd v^ilh vHholesdme de^s di^tilTd 
cm the moi^t nfghlcap of high Maeiraflas; 
- under the dark sheller of his pines 
sten*d at ^oo^nday to the rtistifc pipe 
'hereon forid Diai^non to his Wiillrs phiyM. 
Da. Good in6i*row , Shepherd , that sbh'loqiiy 
sach'd me %cfore I iJnerw from whence it c^me; 
)r when thy song 'uaconsciously 'feaif A up 
le mocking Echo 'from her airy ^Ci[?fl , 80 

> tell the tale to the respotisivb woods ; 
nheeded , o'er the de?\^ spangled fields, 
drove my nibbling herds abrOSad to "^azt: 
/hile turning 'by the base of you green bill , 
ound which ihe sacred slreatn o'f 'Jordan flovvs , 
. stray breezb ftoiii ^behind Ihfe i:)a11i'ush^s , 
lole forth at bre^k of day, and to6k his Course 
long (he 'babbling "biddings 6t the flood , 
Vilh thy soft accferits 'hanging on his «Wiiig's , 
Vhen meeting tAb bn Ihie smooth watelr's eclge , "90 

[e wafted Iherti Ho theste 'toy listening ears, 
he voice Tialf recdlleclecl , half foi^ot , — 
'or sudden ch'ange ican Wdi*k confusion '^ue^^ 
n man's frafl toetnoi^y , at flrtt 1 'tbok 
•"or one of those tirisfefen atid dtoinbus 'totTguea 
That call the fated hearer by ^hls^n^hae. 
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I startled; but at length o'er unjust fears 

Firm confidence rcsum'd her 'wonted sway. 

I do allow 'tis strange that vre meet here 

But less so truly than 'lis fortunate , IW 

Yet Menalcas , if I rightly ween , 

Thou hast mistook the gist of chanticleer, 

Whose shrill and spiritstirring horn awoke 

The Dryads from their mossypillow'd couch 

And shook the sear leaves from the wither'd oak. 

It was not the sly fox, nor grizzly wolf. 

Nor roughpaw'd bear , nor spotted mountain pard 

That mov'd the trumpeter of early morn 

To break the silence of the midnight hour , 

And put to flight the fickle train of dreams, l^v 

That follow feverish Morpheus through the night. — 

But I must cut the thread of long discourse , 

And seek some shady bower of beach or elm ; 

For these my weary limbs have need of rest. 

But tell me , as we jog along the way , 

Thy story and for why thou'rt hither come. 

M. I was beguiled here by a radiant star, 
Which , blazing in the chambers of the East , 
I took for the fair beams of Phosphorus ; 
Buth it turn'd out a faint and wandering flame , 1^^ 
Such as they say oft leads th'unwary hind 
O'er quagmire bogs and quicksands insecure. 
Bottomless sloughs and hills of ill repute , 
Through briary tangled maze , or thorn or brake , 
Till in some whirlpool of foul jeopardy 
It leaves him to bewail his misplac'd trust. 
Lur'd by this' light I closely followed on , 
Till yesterday , when , from the westering wheels 
Of Phoebus' wain, dim Darkness rose again, 
And over all things his black pinions spread ; 1^ 

And then I laid me on a grassy bank 
In deepest meditation ^ till the star. 
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^ding it rays aboTe yon humble roof, 
IT stood as steadfast as the Cynosure, 

even following the sluggish team 
ich the old waggoner Bootes guides , 
king his daily track about the pole , 
if he fear'd to touch th'Atlantic wave. 
3 it must be some fearful warning to us, 
le comet blazing forth a monarches death, 140 

a foreboding of dire things to come; 

the stroke falls less heavy when His shared 

kindred shoulders, so we'll trudge togeher. 
K Let us repair then to you antient well, 
ere Israel's thirsting patriarch of yore 
iffd the cool water fropi Rebecca's paiL 
ave oft heard that by that favour'd spring, 
1 drawing thencefrom all its nourishment, 
fine once grew of such a giant size, 
I round the girdle of the very earth, tSft 

wind'd its monstrous branches, and shot forth, 
XI either side, its suckers to the poles, 
eath this tree and basking in its shade , 
old and haughty people used to dwell , 
:>m Jove divided into twice six tribes, 
lonour of Lernaean victories 
Hercules o'er twelve fell monsters gained; 

to hand down to all posterity, 

labours of that day, the Gods assigned 
.hese twelve tribes as many signs in Heaven * 160 
ich in the circling 2Lodiac laid out 
r gyrate with th'eternal welkin round: 

the great nations whom they represent, 
tered abroad like chaff before the wind , 



lie connection between the labours of Herculef and tbe twelre tribef 
t new. Sec Gaerrin de Rocher*! TempB fahuigux, 

17. 
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i 



Have lost their strength from union once deriVd, 

Still, like the cursed thistle or wild brier 

They rove where e'er rich pasturage be found. 

And , though by each hand quickly rooted up , 

They yet contrive to spread and multiply, 

By secret commerce of Pactolian ores. Vl^ 

Oft have I heard old Hermes tell they tale ' 

To Gonon, on the wide Thessalian plain, 

While watching by my flocks in summer's night* 

And then, from his melodious sevenstring'd lute, 

He drew such heavenly concords of sweet sound, 

Such strains of soulentrancing melody 

As outdid all the music of the spheres.— 

But we approach the fountain ; so sit down 

Under this canopy of palmy boughs, 

And, when our weanling lambs have drunk their filllM 

And in their snowy fleeces lay at rest, 

I will a wonderpus tale to thee unfold. 

iff. Begin then; for the Nymph Expectancy 
On tiptoes stands upon my panting heart 
Thrilling with ears alert and longing eyes, 

D» I will commence; for these sweet crystal drops 
Of recreant liquid have unlocked the gates 
Of Memory's storehouse and set free such thoughts 
As in Oblivion's dark prison lay. 

While musing , when a boy , upon a scroll 190 

Mark'd with obscure and dingy characters 
That my baulk'd reason could not understand 
Nor wit decypher; suddenly a dove 
Comely and bland as is Sithoniau snow, 
Hower'd with kestril pinions o'er my head 
And dropp'd thereon some pure ethereal light. 
And then I could interpret their import; 
To wit , that Pan the god of elements 
Would , in obedience to some law divine , 
Of Justice or of Mercy , I know not , 20^ 
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sent again ' to dwell with with us , and be 

Master Shepherd; that both Time and Space 

held in requisition to his end — 
t they would mould for him a human form, 
I make him take the figure of a man , 
, by dire sufferance of mortal ills , 
should confer upon his faithful flocks 
enormous boon of endless happiness , 
realms where the bright daystar ceaseless shines 

nectar'd streams and pastures ever green. 210 

now not whether thou has yet to learn 
ale that the quaint Sybil used to tell, 
len Ammon brought his Oracle from Thebes » 
)ul the world's beginning, when the wilds, 
IVature were as yet unstained by sin , 
I every creature, man, beast, fish or fowl, 
t filled the sea, the forest, or the air, 
c'd under Freedom's smiles , fearless as yet 
pain and death ; but , like great Jove himself, 
mortal and unconscious of all harm, S2ft 

3y'd the blessings of perpetual day , 
fields of cassia aloes and myrrh, 
ose luscious perfumes pall'd upon the sense, 
u every orange bush , and citron grove , 
'e comely than the bright Hesperian tree 
n'd by the musky Zephyrus , at once 
e the enamell'd flower and golden fruit, 
saturate each sense; while all things born 
elt in i^weet concord with themselves and man. 

brindled lioness, th' hyaena slrip'd, 25Q 

speckled panther and the keeney'd lynx , 

tusked boar and rude rhinoceros 
ht then be seen caressing the young lamb , 
Grolicking with the capricious kid. 
ile little children used to take a ride 

the huge elephant's long leathern trunk; 
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And oftentimes, shipp'd on a dolpliin's back, 

Would make iheir^ cruke upon the level brine , 

To visit Tethys in her coral bed^ 

Or to review the sporting finny shoab SAO 

That skutlle on the billows: others yet 

More venturesome would mount into the air 

In a rude basket carried up by swans 

Or scarlet ibis or wisevtsage'd owls : 

When Cynthia , stooping their embrace to mM , 

Saluted them beneath an amber cloud* 

Then o'er the emerald lawns and borders trim 

Set out with lilies and the amaranth. 

Through groves that thrill'd with vocal humming Inids 

That in sweet cedar bowers made their nest, SS€1 

By fountains pure, or beside placid ponds, 

Where lovely P^ais combs her golden hair. 

Sporting they roam, nor fear'd, at dewy fall, 

The mildew blight , nor Eurus* Catal blast* 

But under a perpetual sky serene , 

Unclouded save by Mornings dappled shawl. 

Or the grey hood which modest Evening wears 

To hide her purple blushes from the Sun , 

They ran about as merry as the motes 

That frolic in Apollo's transient beams; 960 

Or slept on pansy banks and beds of thyme, 

Luird to sweet dreams by the Hyblaean bee, 

To care and pain and sickness yet unknowa* 

This was the state of J^ature when she first 

Burst forth from Chaos , by command of Jove s 

And this her state is deslin'd to return, 

So soon as Pan, ripe in his fullgrown years. 

Shall teach the shepherd her true laws i^aia* 

'Twas th'envious serpent sensuality. 

Pride in his heart and in his sting conceal'd W 

Foul concupiscence 9 while his flattering tongue 

Was false in words of glossing courtesy , 
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did beguide our ancestors to taste 

lesh of animals by God forbid, 

3 with A feverish and unbridled thirst 

9uck'd the deadly poison'd portion down , 
he whole body was become impure , 
therefore made th'inheritance of death. 
3 fever's heat, and shivering ague chills 
matic limbs and foul polluted biood; 280 

o the Bufferer were these confind ; 
;ach imparted to his kindsman's flesh 
cankerous stain and tainted the whole race: 
ling such monsters of disease and sin 
ge Lucina shudder'd to behold. 

Nature sooft herself was overthrown , 
every creature felt the direful scourge, 

preying on his neiglibour^s blood and bones 
he wide world was one vast scene of war, 
then , to perfect the anathema , S90 

on each coupled pair this curse pronounc'd->-- 
rrow ye shall bring your children forth , 

to each ill by parent sin entailed : 
shall this deadly stain be blotted out , 
ferra shall by Ccelus reconceive, 
bring an Increment of Heaven on Earth 
istore Nature to her wonted course : 
an hath preferred his kind services 
ke a mortal form, and dwell below, 
like all mortals he must die again 800 

Dlent death , and then th'affrighted world 
all be panic struck, with direful signs, 
from the seed, a tall unbrageous tree 

grow deep rooted in the mother earth , 

lofty boughs that out top Caucasus 

bear their golden fruits in Heaven itseilf. 

way thereto lays up the prickly bark 
lis tall plant; and Ifaat tfie palmer trae 
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May find his road to this last resting place, 

Its rugged stem is round about enlwin'd 810 

By the green mantling vine of -which I spoke , 

That bangs its clustering grapes from every branch , 

To nourish the faint pilgrim : shepherd , hear , 

This is my story : and the cock that kept 

His sleepless watch was posted as a ward 

To drive all evil spirits from this ground ; 

And the faint beacon whose rays caught thy view 

Is , if I understand its due import , 

Brilliant as Berenice's spangled locks. 

Or the starr'd girdle of Andromeda; 380 

And was a lamp hung out by Mercury, 

To guide us to the birth place of the God. 

Let us then profit by this lucky chance 

Which surely Fortune ia our way has thrown; 

And now, in place of wondering thereat, 

Haste to salute him with our rustic song. 

M, I'm less surpris'd by promis'd recompense , 

Than by the loss that had demanded it: 

For how the high and nether Jupiter 

Allwise alljust and Allbeneficent , 350 

Who by his fiat fashion'd counties suns 

And pencird out with an unerring hand 

The tracks of millions of revolving worlds 

That circle round them in just harmony , 

Could be thus foil'd and baffled in his will , 

By any force less potent than his own , 

Is past my comprehension; yet the proof 

Of some such dire catastrophe is seen 

In every worm that rots upon the ground 

And every fowl that falls from out the air; 8 

But most of all in man, whose bright conceipls 

Of sublime virtue and pure happiness 

Are in their very buds so rudely nipp'd, 

As the ephemeral cystus in the spring 
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rhat the winds blast so soon as it be blovrn* 

All things I weeu Damcetas are displaced, 

As if the springs of evil and of woe , 

That in Cimmerian cave imprisoned were, 

Had been set free by some damn'd fiendish hand, 

And let loose on the elements of good , 850 

With all the horrid shapes that breed therein 

The curling walersnake and poison'd asp , 

Dread Hydra and the rattled cockertrice, 

And those infernal and souldark'ning powers 

Pride , lust and avarice, the spawn of hell. 

D. But hold : from yonder mountain's pebbly sides 
Two young philosophers with eager steps 
Are making out the crossway to this place, 
Phiiostratus and Pyrrho , as I wist , 

The sophist and sceptic band in hand. S60 

Guided by sage Palaemon, who they say. 
From his long tour to Ganges and the Nile, 
IReturns full freighted with rich Indian lore : 
I'll hail him, to make company with us, 
And he tonight stall be our oracle. 

ScBifE 11. — Shepherds are seen assembling towards fall of day; and 
after folding their flocks^ conversing together: — Lucian enters, 

M. Lucian I greet ye well : and now I trust 
Thy long sojournment in far distant climes 
Hath made thee wise in all things requisity 
For our instruction in this doubtful quest 
Of a deliverer , so long foretold. 870 

Say by what compass thou hast hither steered , 
And then by what just steps we may aspire 
To pay due hommage to the Infant God ? 

l»u. How little one man knows anothers means 
Or kens the instincts that kind Nature gives: 
My compasses have been the young moon's horns 
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Crescent or waning, and my loadstar sure 

The golden pin -which envious Juno snatched 

From her own bosom and therewith impa'ld 

Fair Heiice to a fixt point in heaven* IWI 

Tis by Gaiisto's tail I find my way , 

To Scythian snows or Lybia's burning sands; 

With much more sure and prosperous enterprize , 

Than those who follow after comet's tails t 

iff. I find that learnead travellers are apt 
To make a jest of those who toil at home ; 
But if thou canst be serious , and the joy 
Of meeting friends hath not made judgement drunk , 
And change'd th' instructor to a bantering fop. 
Thou will resolve the questions I have made. 5ft ^ 

£u, Knowst thou the drift of all this wond'rous tab 
Or to what end this pilgrimage be made. 
It is unwise, unless ye comprehend 
The manner of the thing , to yield belief. 
However I will bear you company. 

PhtlL Tm puzzrd by thy mode of argument; 
For how can we with senses limited 
Embrace the scope of such a mystery ? 
No power can call on me to understand 
That which outstrides the range of human ken; 4^0 

But if we place due trust in oracles 
And humbly think our understanding frail , 
Faith will instruct us where weak reason fails 
And teach us things too vast to understand. 

Pyr. I must esteem that doctrine paradox 
Which makes the little comprehend the great. 
And while tis ever ready to allow 
That Jove hath given us reason to employ 
On all things, bids us shut that reason out 
Of questions that are of most consequence* ^^^ 

Pih It is the function , of all oraelea , 
With a prophetic and unerring tongue , 
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To titter truths vrbich ba£9e humble sense* 
^ut there is yet a mode, to try their worth 
lod measure their validity thereby, 
Vilhoul recourse to our own scanty wit; 
is to consult the page of history 

-^uc* You mean that test which prudent cooks employ, 
he pudding's proof which in its eating lies, 

JPhil. You always laugh , but laughing you have hit 420 
y meaning: for^ what fool would Delphos seek 

listory had prov'd the prophet false. 
•-^t ihe great mystery in this doth lie, 
t^af there must virtue be in him who asks 
* vrell as in the oracle consult : 
^^ stool whereon prophetic Pythia sits 
' a mysterious tripod, whose three legs 
'^^e by Faith, Hope and Charily endow'd 
^ith all their force and virtue to support 
'^Vic weight of so much knowledge, and the hole 430 
^^ntral to all, through which the Stygian fumes 
Vrise and mingle with her placid breath , 
C^st up to Heaven when she would, fain inspire 
J^ove's hidden truth, and give it to ihe world , 
ts a dark groove from the Tartarean pit 
"Wisely contriv'd that fear might balance hope, 
And hold th'unsteady mind in a just poise. 
She to whom Jove has giv'n command o'er all, 
Trom her high office, men have Justice called. 
But, from her known abode among the stars , 440 

The Gods above Astrsea have yclept. 
And , if I rightly guess the holy schome 
Of this great mystery, she hath in trust 
The restitution of the golden age: 
After the crimes of this our sin worn world 
Shall by due penitence be purge'd away. 
And then again the lion with the lamb 
Shall lie in sweet composure; nor shall man, 

18. 
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Who hath so long beea all tcreation'e curse, 

Have farlher power to slay and oppress ; 466 

Or right to rob the swink'd bee's gathered stores 

Or steal the milk from the new weaaed caif. 

If such a right exist , which I much donbt 

Tis by permissioa of Justice self, 

That Jove's offending people may be scourge'd: 

For every drop of stolen milk , or blood 

That from a living vein has e'er been drawn, 

To glut man's hungry paunch , is but allowd 

To enter into human composition , 

That it may breed therein a thousand ills. 

Thus while the Goddess walks the battle field 

And tramples on the unjust warrior's neck, 

She bears the poison'd vial in her hands 

For every glutton's throat; while to the few 

To whom strict Virtue gives the golden key 

Of Health's abundant storehouse , she consents 

To grant her favours, as encouragement 

To persevere in honour to the end. 

Phil. I am resolv'd to hear all arguments* 
And to reserve the right of due reply. 470 

But see from yonder cloud the dew descends 
And the long shadows warn us to depart, 
If we intend by break of early dawn 
To reach our destination ; it were good 
When on the road, our converse to resume. 
But e'er we set out on this pilgrimage 
Let us right well discern our course, and first 
What is our just position at this time , 
Palasmon be thou our geographer. 

PaL Yon lofty cone whose distant peak reflects 4M 
The golden light of Hesper's evening rays, 
Is Oreb's liltle hill, and farther east 
Mount Sinai rears aloft his sacred head; 
Turn to the south and Edom's rugged pass 
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Obstrucls the sight; there Moab'^s sHiny pool, 

rhe washpot of the mighty tbunderer , 

iV^ith Ephraim and Manasseh are discerned. 

bose long defiles of high and shady palms 

onduct from the farfame'd Jerusalem , 

^ the green banks of Jordan's healing stream, 490 

rona whence they lead on , by an eastern route , 

^ fertile fields perfum'd with spicy blooms 

^ asphodel and rose of Jericho. 

bere the old town , from whence they take their ncime , 

'^sents its mouldering battlements to view. 

^^^ way is Hwixt yon gently rising slopes 

hioh lay between us and the gilded spokes 
f the Sun's chariot wheels now hastening , 
■*oin the red mottled west, to Ocean's bed. 
'Nvere belter e'er he draws his curtains dim, 500 

'Vhile yet mild Evening smiles upon the plain, 
^0 steer our onwar-ds course; lest enVious Night, 

n her dark lantern should shut up the st^rs, 
Dr leave us, muffled in a dingy mist, 
to grope our way in this untrodden path; 
We have yet time; for I can still discern 
Daphini's rich flocks in slantmg windrows lay 
Spotting the smoothcrop'd lawns of lively green , 
While the clear azure welkin over head , 
Speckled with fleecy clouds, seems to reflect 510 

En its bright mirror the while sheep below. 
High on jon ridge beneath the radiant star 
Is Bethlehem ,, and thither is our course. 

Da. Let us take Time then by his forelock gray 
And hasten outward as the star directs. 

Luc» Tis not Time's forelock, but the fetlock truly 
Of the wing'd horse that you must now hold fiist. 
If you be bent on such an airy flight. 
Or the rams horns who bore golden fleece 
Whereon the venturing Phryxus made his voyage; 520 
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Who, overloaded with fair Helle's weight, 
Dropp'd her into the flood which bears her name. 

Af. Oiie might as well atlempl to mamGle 
The huiidred handed Gyges , or to catch 
The slippery Carpathian soothsayer 
Great Proteus and fast bind him in a noose, 
As to hold thee in solid argument. 
But see o'er yonder steep the coloured bow: — 
Come tlien , bright Iris, in a honied shower, 
With thy wet skirls and dewyslipper'd feel TUSO 

Press these parcird lips, and passing let me suck 
The fringe of thy aromadripping train* 

ScEivE III. ^ wide area, shepherds , magi and others assemhi^t* 
debate irhether to proceed or to turn back, Pyrrho speaks ara^ 
Philostiatus replies : and the procession moves forward. 

Me. T' e question is, whether to bend our course 
To Betlilt'hem , or homeward to return : — 
It seems a tedious lask for weary steps , 
And frauf^ht with danger 5 for the drowsy Night 
Hath drawn her ebon curtains round the pole, 
Save where she peeps through th' outlets of the south , 
Over Orion's shoulJcrs, and invites 

Aldebaran and the moist llyades, 540 

To shed on us their ill bcliding beams. 
Perhaps some epidemic lurks abroad, 
Which, favour'd by the spongy evening air 
Spreads far and wide the seeds of death and woe. 
The wetwing'd Zephyrus e'er break of day 
Will pour his urn upon our desert road , 
I mark'd the heifer just at folding time, 
With wide uplifted nostrils, sniff the air; 
The swallow dipp'd her wings inlo tli' lake, 
And the hoarse frog croak'd loudly from the pool. 550 
If storms and darkness should our portion be, 
We ha\e no force to meet such obstacles, 
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r guide to lead us through this labyrinth 
tangled woods and ways unknown before. 

Da. The star of Bethlehem be then our light 

id courage shall a ready shield provide, 

Me. What power have we armM with a shepherd's crook, 
cope with the night thiePs twoedged sword? 

Do, He who has conscience for his counsellor 

eds not the quiver'd Mede's unerring dart , 560 

►T the steel mantling of the warrior's mail, 

liat force had David who Goliah fell'd , 

:€ept the strength that Heaven vouchsafd to him? 

Me. I know not whom you thus would designate, 

-Da* I mean the great man whom the small one slew. 

^te. Was he of human form jor Giant growth? 

J^a. His knapsack were a cradle for an ox ; 

s head a ballering ram , and his long arms 

Bre catapultas fit to hurl a rock ! 

t Mars to David turn'd the chance of war ! 570 

^e. Perhaps , though puny , he had greater strength , 

s^wifter steed , or longer pointed spear ? 

^a. Nay; twas a pebble from a slender sling 

^t was embedded in the monster's front 

^ battle is not always to the strong 

t' is the race for ever with the swift ; 

Slice, as umpire, over both presides, 

^d, just as Virtue drops in either scale 

e meritorious balance , she decides ! 

fde. There is an envious ruler, as I'm; told, 580 

le enemy of shepherds who lays wait, 

ith murderous knife, to slay the infant Pan: 

ith this intent he every male condemns 

) hasty death , so soon as he be born ; 

ad, Saturn like, spills his own childrens blood: 

lould we encounter him or his damn'd crew, 

hat power shall guide the sword in our defense? 

Da. The same that guided Jael's treacherous hands 
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To drive the fatal nail through Sisera's head. 

The same that strung Diana's dreaded bow , 

Whose shaft transfix 'd Orion's proferr'd heart ! 

The same , if 1 may great with small compare y 

That threw the Giants' mountain ladder down,. 

Wherewilh Uiey hoped to scale the walls of Hea^i^en, 

And beard the Gods in their strong castlebold-* 

With this intent , a dire rebellious gang 

Rolled massive Ossa on broad Pelion's base , 

And steepled high Olympus over all. 

But what avaii'd strong Mimas, rude Typhceus, 

Rhoecus, or thy audecious sling, Enceladus, 

Or dread Porphyrion's unmeasured lance ? * 

So soon as bluceyed Pallas took the field , 

Their tinkling arrows from her aegis fell 

Powerless and spent upon the earth below; 

Till fierce Electra shot her firey bolt 

And hurl'd the mighty Babel to the ground. 

The Log<)s then with drew his patronage 

From kindred folks, now to each other dumb 

And Nature's tongue became a polyglot. 

The sword of Justice is o'er all , Menalcas ; 61 ^ 

She bears the balance on her lily neck; 

One side supports the AmalthaBan horn , 

To pour sweet nard and cassia on the just : 

But bitter wormwood fills the other scale. 

Her form is beanty in strict symetry: 

Sweet in her smiles to those who smiles deserve, 

She bears in her white hands the torturing scourge ,» 

Ready for Naughtiness that needs the lash, 

And treads on Vice with adamantine heels. 

Me, Thy picture bids me put my armour on 62> 



* Virgili'i lines, from which these are taken , are distinguished bf 
similar Jabour'd stretch of the quantity, to imitate the hard work 

. 1 ^ 4 m 



the Giants; 
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id girdle these weak loins with Virtue's zone. 
Da. But yet I see that squinteycd Hesitation 
nds by thy side and rocks thy trembling frume. 
Ife. The mind is willing but the body weak. 
Oum Duty knows but one straight and certain path : 

deviation from the right is wrong: 
age with thy comrades, and bid coy Excuse 
Le flight and mix her fumes into the wind. 
Me. But what have w«e , who lay in shepherd's hurts 
d on the turf take our low bolstered sleep , 630 

do with Pan and his high vaulted seat? 
hen we , at morn , raise our rushpillow'd heads , 

fitter on some quaint unfaahioa'd reed 

carol Pales and invite the Fawns 

ith cloved feet to dance about the fold^ 

an with ambition, illbecoming hiiftds , 
swell chorus of this serenade. 

Da. When EnterpriLc an arduous lask propounds , 

e coward sneaks into a cockle shell , 

ere with Humility secur-e to bide , 640 

id hide from public gaze his wreathless brow, 

Me. Those words , of thine Damcets^ , were too hard ! 

r, putting peril or success aside , 

ofa hommage as this pilgrimage propounds , 

!• lowly courtiers is too high a suit. 

^a. Does then the eagle from her lofty nest 

Unt higher than the lowly roosted lark? 

i humblest prayers are of the most effect , 

bring Heaven's highest favours down to earth. 

^a/. Before we start, the two philosophers 650 

lostratus and Pyrrho , each in turn ^ 

^ for and one against this pilgrimage, 

general consent, are to be heard: 

d I , by am declar'd acclamation 

d constituted (he deciding judge* 

pyrrho. I claim the right then to unseal my lips 
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And deal my crude thoughts out in argument 

And first I do object to this our quest, 

That it is fraught with danger to sound sense 

And that it doth involve us in belief 4SO 

Of doctrines full of dangerous casuistry, 

I am disposed to doubt of every thing 

That to th' immortal Gods relation bears. 

First, if Jove be eternal, as tis said 

And which t'were hard to gainsay, for, I ween 

From empty nothing, nought can cminate. 

The universe must be eternal loo. 

For I can scarce conceive of Jupiter 

A bare existence without life or form. 

And then if we admit the universe 670 

Eternal, it may hold, within itself. 

The active causes of its own effects: 

Nature proclaims the power which doth inhere 

In matter to produce her changing forms : 

All that we call the world's phenomena , 

Whether of vegetation, life or mind, 

May , from the various mixtures of its parts , 

From earths great labVatory be evolved ! 

How little do we mortals comprehend 

Of matter's essence and of motion's laws, 680 

Or know , pent up in this close pinfold here , 

Mere babies in the lap of Cybele , 

Of those wide fields and regions infinite 

That beyond Night's starspangled curtain lie! 

Let Fancy permeate the Milky Way 

And pass the bounds of worlds yet visible 

And the wide plain of this vast stary host , 

That bright Urania in her cincture holds; 

Can she descry the limits of creation , 

Or say what countless planets may revolve 69'' 

Round suns eternally in boundless space? 

Or what varieties of living forms 
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Ihem! Or count the combinations 
h with all , through endless ages drawn , 
1 by Jove and Nature to complete 
anges of the polymorphous whole? 
es of clusters, groupes, and nebulae, 

light will never reach our little orb , 
istain worlds in regions without end. 
m the blue sky's mighty vault of suns 700 

I to globes and comets like our own 
belts and moons and satellites to each , 
rious in the colour of their light , 
it a fraction of the mighty whole 
I strict analogy has clearly prov'd 

possess*d of their inhabitants 
rtion'd to their place and magnitude; 
irn our eyes to the Earth's mouldering shell; 
nd that Nature peoples every leaf 
ivaterdrop with nations quite as large, 710 

L they be set before Infinity, 
ose which chance to bear the name of man ; 
{uite as great in Jove's allseeing eyes 
he innumerous insects of the ground , 
e huge whale or great Leviathan 
s a beehive less than mighty Rome! 
1 he gives to live their little day, 
re their small crowns , and in their tiny sphere 
rield their sceptres and to wage their wars: 
Testa's fumy breath is not bereft 720 

s inhabitants ; and in each tear , 
;h Niobe o'er her lost children sheds, 
le tribes of animalcula rejoice : 
ife is Nature with intelligence ! 
en we mortals do so little ken 
le productive nisus that resides 
arth's fresh mixtures and newmodelPd forms , 
r should we hastily deny the povv'r 

19. 
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Of subtile matter to engeiKler mind ! ? 

The external world is but a change of forms , 730 

Of which the senses are the witnesses, 

And though there must be cause for each effect , 

We neither know its origin nor scope. 

As far as our experience can judge, 

And barring doubts about external things , 

The particles of matter always change , 

And the same mollecules which yesterday 

Composed fair Cytherea's form divine , 

May ee'r tomorrow be the life of worms , 

So the burnt ashes from the hero's urn , 740 

Spread on the earth, supply the verdant grass ^ 

Which in its turn becomes the food of kine : 

Twas thus that lo changed her comely shape 

And took the outward likeness of a cow : 

That Baucis and Philemon turned to trees. 

And Leda was by downy plumes embraced. 

What are the tales that fabling Naso tells 

But metamorphoses of matter's forms? 

Nor is imagination overstrained 

By thinking that the sentient mind itself, 750 

If it be one and individual , 

May, as the wise Pythagoras hath taught, 

Change its clay habitation , when we die ; 

And the same soul, which now gives Tully lif« , 

May once have animated Socrates ? 

Or at some point of time still more remote 

Have been the little firefly's living spark ! 

But putting all objection aside 

To spirit's domination over clay 

Admitting too that the Omnipotent 760 

Exists with ail his tributary Gods^ 

It is profane in man to arrogate 

Nature's exclusive fiivours to himself, 

Or to suppose that allcreative Pan 



( 165 ) 

Can, ou mere human errand, come to earth, 

To drink the bitter draught of Lethe's wave. 

Man , the hard taskmaster of every beast , 

The general oppressor "whose vile hand 

Taints what it touches, like the cankerworm, 

Had he free will , as you would fain pretend , 770 

Could lay no claim to heaven *s prerogative, 

Bred, like each kindred brute, of flesh and blood, 

Like them the sport of Fortune's wheel of chance 

And just as they are , heir to certain death , 

While , during life , he is their common curse , 

Han has no right to clench that fabled key 

That opens an exclusive paradise. 

I know that there are systems numberless 

Which Plato and the stoic school have fram'd 

To explain all things and to give to God 780 

Imperial rule o'er Nature's wide domain ; 

IBut it is vain to place Jove fate above. 

Can we, by any straining of hard thoughts, 

Conceive his power o'er past phenomena? 

That which is yet in embryo may still 

Be by some power directed; but the past 

Which the fleet Hours have whirled away from sense 

Is no more in the grasp of Gods or men. * 

Therefore there is a law above volition : 

And I demand from whence it be derived? 790 

What boots it to deduce from Night's dark womb 

Cloth o and Lacbesis and Atropos , 

If Erebus the parent's birth be lost 

In the dark shadows of eternal Chaos ? 

Another thing which baffles more my strengh 

Of comprehension , is the alledged free will 

Of man, endow'd with power to rebel. 

With stinted force, against Omnipotence! 

Bad the swift Atalanta then the choice 

To crush or to pick up the temping fruit? 800 
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How could creation move in harmony , 

If Discord , without cause and free from fate , 

Could throw her apple midst the peaceful crowd? 

Nature would have no sway, if man were free 

To break her laws , by dint of mere caprice ! 

Therefore I hold this but a fond conceit; 

Nor lay the flattering unction to my soul 

That I , by virtue of a hermit's life , 

Could any boon insure to merit due. 

For what is cause , unless th' immediate force 810 

That by necessity creates effects, 

And sets at nought the freedom of the will : 

And where is God*s omnipotence , if man 

Hath power to resist his high commands? 

Each nations hath its stories of the Gods 

And systems of religion fit to hold 

The wayward mind in awe, and give, below, 

To th' arms of Justice, power from on high 

That scepter'd kings may rule us, by the priest. 

These are but nursery tales by knaves impressed S2( 

On the soft mould of childood's tender mind, 

With fell intent its reason to forestall , 

And cast the fashion of the future thoughts! 

What shepherd's ear halh not suck*t in the song 

Of Eden's garden and the Golden Age, 

The tempter Serpent and forbidden fruit , 

The leaf of Lotos , and the Orphic egg ; 

And all which followed of mysterious tale 

Which Indian Brahma to iBgyptus taught 

And wily Moses in his bondage learned. 

And though tis difficult to well discern 

Which version of this text be orthodox ; 

Yet the main doctrine is spread far and wide* 

Twas but the other night the Mantuan bard 

To his Thalia the strange story told. 

Invoking Pollio for a just return 
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all these airy and fictitious times. 
ere was an unction in his charming verse 
at fiird the spongy air with its conceit, 
d bound all hearers in a magic spell, 840 

d as smooth Mincius on his Tocal flood 
re the quaint numbers, Syrinx stood entranced 
ion the rushyfringed banks, and sang, 
om her soft fluty reeds, a sweet response, 
il all the mountains murmurr*d loud applause. 
lese idle tales which came from out the East 
te Tyrian sailors spread along the coast 

Palestine, and Cadmus brought to Greece; 
lere old Musaeus worked them into rhymes , 
hich Uesiod made funny stories of, 850 

cheer his friends in the long Attic nights, 
id priest and beldames have reechoed them. 

times when oracles were listen'd to, 
'U nothing know of the bright stars of heaven , 
tt as of lanterns made to throw their light 
i the lorn pilgrim and illume his path: 
e Moon's face was regarded as a glass , 

cast the sunbeams back again to earth, 
en Pride in her conceit did vainly think 
at the whole world was for her species made j 860 
'pe wash'd her dim eyes in the Hippocrene, 
^d on the wings of Pegasus took flight, 
^d bore her dupes , in fancy , to the skies ! 

time, the priests and learned sorcerers 

Memphis , Balbec and of Babylon , 
vicious interest in these fables found, 

hold the spelbound soul of man in awe, 
^t , mas'd in shrewd pretense of hallowed ends , 
^^y might preach Heaven and plunder us on £arth. 
i»ce Pluto and the dark Tartarean den, 876 

i€ boat of Charon and the Stygian stream , 

regions where the unquench'd furnace burns: 
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There the Ur'd Sisyphus' unceasing toils, 

Ixion on his torturing wheel revolves , 

And the Danaides their water pour 

Into the leaky tub that never fills. 

There poor Eurydice, whose luckless step 

Had trod the sinuous serpent , in tbe grass ^ 

Now expiates the sin of her mischance: 

Midst all that wealth enrich'd or beauty grac'dy 

That had not paid their ransom to the priest. — 

These stories are a coin, to wily knaves, 

Too precious , for philosopers to filch ; 

They paid the supper bill of greedy Bel, 

And gave Melchisedech the Dragon's mess. 

But the time comes when Science in her march 

Shall triumph o'er delusion , and set free 

Th'imprison'd soul , and then resume her sway. 

I deny nothing barely possible; 

All I assert is man's deep ignorance, (90 

And that the only thing we really know, 

Is the unwelcome truth, that we know nought! 

Oft when I think of these vast arguments 

Conception swells too big and bursts herself. 

And from her broken womb my wandering thoughts 

Fall down into confusion's puzzling maze; 

And then I doubt the truth of every thing, 

Till , wilder'd by delusive argument , 

I think myself a lonely monad placed 

Amidst a shadowy theatre of forms 

That have no being outward to myself. 

Which, like the false dreams of a feverish brain. 

Will shortly end in an eternal sleep. 

Tis better then to pass life's little day 

With Amaryllis in her shady bower. 

Or follow Dian to the mountain side , 

With rosy health by temperance sustain'd; 

And season Nature's boon with sweet conlent; 
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^ing to ill sustained Theology , 

chase her shadows and invent her dreams* * 910 

en I see good men flourish^ just men sway, 
L Virtue only wear the laurel crown; 
en the toil'd ox shall range the field at ease, 
en the tir'd ass secure a quiet stall , 
I sufiering Nature find a resting place; 
Q will I clasp my palms , and on bent knees , 
a just God will chant my orison. 
, as we'r far from such a state of bliss , 
idve that we return to whence we came. 
^hil. Pyrrho thy blast of cold philosophy, 920 

1 the dread voice which hath thy doubts convey'd , 
uld freeze the boiling Indus in his bed, 
ink up his ebbing tide with icy crust, 
I turn the flood back to its mountain source, 
thou has spoken, sceptic, and I rise, 
h right reserved, to tender my response: — 
I first I call attention to the fact , 
t Nature, handmaid of the unseen Jove, 
lounces his creative power to us , 
I all things outw^ard to the mind itself, 930 

means of our frail senses; but the man 
o distrusts these , and doubts their evidence , 



The most remariable passage, to my mind at least, in Horace is 
roliowing allusion to past time, and to the position and indestructible 
re of « what has been. » It suggested, in fact, part of the obserya- 
tbat I have put into the mouth of Pyrrho in pastoral this. 

Ille potens sui 

laetusque deget, cui licet in diem 
Dixisse : Tixi ! Cras vel atra 
Nube pclum pater occupato. 
Vel sole puro, non tamen irritum 
Quodcumque relro est, effioiet, neque 
Diffinget infectumque reddet 
Quod fugienf temel Hora yexit* 
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Questions the Word Divine \rbo speaks to him 
And he who seeks for proof of simple truth, 
Is, like the dog who at the shadow caught, 
And dropped the bone already in his mouth. 
If thou wilt try , by dint of reasoning , 
To prove such things as are selfevident , 
Thy arguments must fall , for want of base ; 
For proof is but recourse to evidence; 940 

And where that fail ^ our reason is at fault ! 
Th' external world, to each created mind, 
Is slowly , through the means of living sense , 
By Jove announc'd , who says expressively — 
I AM THAT WHICH I AM, unquestiou'd truth! 
But when we grapple with first principles , 
We eat the poison of forbidden fruit , 
Which bringeth death to our intelligence ! 
When e'er Philosophy would ramble wide 
And wander in that metaphysic maze 95 

Whose centre the fair tree of knowledge crowns » 
She needs the sleepless watch of Argus eyes , 
To keep the bounds that Nature hath prescribed, 
And check her perilous and daring steps. 
Those golden apples of such tempting hue , 
Grown in the garden of th' Hesperides , 
, That wrinkly wizard Nereus had convey'd, 
From Juba's shores, in his piratic bark. 
Lost their sweet savour in a foreign soil , 
Nor could Minerva self their sap preserve, 9 

And therefore quickly took them back again, 
And laid them underneath the parent tree. 
There are rich fruits and flowers set around 
The guarded precints of this hallow'd plant, 
Among which Science may luxuriate : 
The russet orchard and the orange grove 
Are hers : but if she touch the fruit forbid , 
Th 'avenging angel drives her from the soil , 
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arksome cavern of Despair. 

lis horrid cave thou didst conceive 970 

jI notion of nonentity , 

ht thyself a solitary being 

heatre of shadowy forms ! 

ot draw a fearful argument, 

vain dreams , against th' external world ; 

irersion of philosophy , 

)nfound the visions of light sleep, 
the unsound workings of the brain, 
true archetypes, those waking thoughts 
the heralds of external things ? * 980 

ho, w^hile the expansive mind remain 
in this dim nook of mortal flesh , 
appear as in a darkened glass, 

it in part , or like obscure reflections 

: beings in a world unseen, 
the bubble burst , th*imprison'd soul , 

n her bondage and set free to roam 

ilms ethereal, will return to God, 

•m she sprang ; and then like him will see 

in just relation ; and their parts , 990 

N seem so disjointed or unformed , 

in the mighty whole be viewed at once, 

cnpact in perfect harmony. 

care to keep the mind in poise : 
too little , some too much descry : 
no heaven; Orestes saw two suns, 

led Thebes, while thou denied the world. 

)f man sits on a dangerous perch , 



Mary Shepherdi « Profs of an External Univer$9 » are lumo 
if against Berkley^s and other sceptical philosophief. 

nunc per tpecnlum in anigmate, 

20. 
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Belwixt Iwo deep ravines of jeopardy , 

There ravening Superslilion , on her right, MM 

Is prompt to push her into one abyss: — 

Or brooding Scepticism , on the left , 

So buffets her with her dark prickly plumes j 

That she drops lifeless in the chasm below. 

I now come to thy second argument, 

And frankly must confess that Good and III 

Strangely knit hands and seem to be in league 

To hold divided empire o'er the mind ! 

There seems, too, an unequal distribution 

Of pain and ease in this perplexed world.. lOH 

Some roll through life in Pleasure's sensual mire, 

Like groveling swine, and guttle to the end. 

Some seem by undeserved chance, to get 

Their worlless heads into the wishing cap 

Of Fortunatus : others Midas like 

With conjurer's fingers turn all things to gold ! 

How easy for some seeming unskill'd hands 

To cut the Gordian knot; or to smooth out 

The snaky tangles of Medusa's locks , 

While oft the tried and too confiding friend 103 

Shall slip the shirt of Nessus on his hack, 

And pay , for one ill omend'd and false step , 

The woeful penance of a careworn life ! 

But who can foresee the designs of Heaven , 

Or say that what we hastily call harm, 

From our impatience of its irksomeness, 

May not be yet the instrument of good. 

Thinkst thou the brood of ills that bitter life 

Are all without their virtues? — some are sent 

Not as the messengers of angry Jove , 10' 

But wUh the high commission to fulfil, 

To test our metal and to try our worth. 

Ee'n soaring Genius from his flights would fall,. 

If want should cease to urge th'unwilling mind ! 
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en Argo cruises for a golden prize 

B with her thistly falcion boards Ihe deck, 

nbs the high mast and guides the steersman's helm. 

! bade Triptolemus invent the plough , 

Jed the green corn and bind the yellow sheaves. 

5 moves the shuttle and directs the loom: 1040 

d when the flowery mead invites the swain, 

3 follows sharpening the whetted scythe, 

Is the long grass and rakes the haycock round, 

I the new stack shall crow her sweating brow. 

re rocks the cradle. Care the toga wears, 

irpens the spear, and polishes the shield: 

e breaks the merchant's sleep and haunts his dreams ^ 

e trims the torch of Hymen , rears the child , 

ers the old man's beard , and shaves his head ; 

I leaves him folded in his winding sheet! 1050 
^as to soften Cure and sooth her pains, 

% Jubal strung the harp and fiU'd the world 
-li the swe«*t solace of concordant sounds: 
^^as to ease her watch o'er pristine flocks , 

I I Jabal did inflate the shepherds' reed , 
1 1 Corydon now whistles , Thyrsis sings : 
^, were it not for courtships careful suitj 
>uld Philomel enchaunt us with her song 
d fill with melody the twilight grove ! 

^u hast not shown just cause why we arraign 1060 
ad Providence for these our earthly pains: 

one denies that the whole span of life 
9 woof spun of threads of black and white : 
* this, admitting God's beneficence, 
d power unlimited to do his will, 

best, but points to some last resting place, 
i^n or where matters not , in which our ills 
11 be succeeded by a state of bliss, 
we may argue thus: such attributes 

boundless power and goodness unconfined 1070 
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Must; of Iheir very essence , vanquish woe. 

Our pains may be but officers of vengeance 

Sent from the seat of Justice, as a scourge; 

But when, her penitential tribute paid. 

We shall be perfect made by sufferance. 

Then will Care cease to canker every joy 

The thorn will perish on the living rose , 

And paia dissolve in pleasure unalloyed! 

I grant thee that if Mercy have a seat 

At Jove's high council table, where he sits, lOB^^O 

In Trinal Unity, to frame his laws; 

There must be compensation for the pain 

Which every animal is doom*d to bear. 

Whether subjected to man's cursed sway , 

Or free to roam the forest unrestrained , ** 

In this mysterious vale of tears below ! 

Oft when the laboured ox o'er come with toil 

Drops in the furrow ; when the noble ^lorse 

Falls with his trammels on the field of war , 

Or the fond dog, with more than human sense, 1090 

Aged and timeworn on a muckheap laid 

Like poor old Argos dies without reward. 

For his long services and faithful watch , 

I feel the antieril doctrine to be just 

Which Brahma to the Indian prophets taught, 

That beasts as well as men have angel guards 

Ready hereafter to avejige their wrongs 

And wipe the tears of sorrow from their eyes. 

Why should not every creature rise again 

And deathless be, as their Creator is? 1100 

If prophets truly speak, all lost their right 

To immortality by man's disgrace, 

Doom'd like himself to turn again to dust , 

And fatten the curs'd ground whereon they fed ! 

Therefore it seems sound reason to conclude 

That Ihcy , like man , shall be restored again ; 
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Tis not a thought of Fancy's fickle brain 

That every creature , bird , beast , fish or fly , 

Shall rise to an immortal state of bliss , 

Tis a deduction which Philosophy 1110 

From Gods own attributes is free to draw, 

And which the universal voice of men, 

In every clime, from Thebes to Thule's isle 

Hath well confirmed by their wise oracles. 

This holy doctrine of eternal Ens , 

Whose origin in time's vast night is lost, 

Must be coeval with our lot of death. 

For who could brook the thought that life's queer dream 

Would end in sleep eternal , and live on ? 

Would man not rather do the work himself 1120 

Of the three sisters, and divide the thread 

By which the Parcee tie him to this life^ 

And sink at once its follies and its pains 

In the abyss? Who could consent to live , 

Tenant at will . without inheritance , 

In such a shadowy uncertain world ; 

Where every thing man sets his heart upon 

Or deems his own , is rudely snatch'd away ; 

And in direct proportion as he prize 

Each object dear, and on it plume himself, IISO 

Fate marks it as her prey, and bears it off. 

On falcon's wings, to her unknown abode! 

Thus Hector from Andromache was torn 

Because he lov'd her and she sooth'd his cares , 

While that old shrew Xantippe long was spar'd , 

To try th'endurance of her patient lord. 

Had Hero forecast her Leander's doom 

Would she have beacon'd him o'er Hellespont? 

Nay, sweet Mussbus, thou should then record 

Not love but suicide: for they would fein 1140 

Have plunged together in the fatal flood! 

While here en life's rough sea our bark is tossed 
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The expectation of some rest to come, 

Some harbour safe , or bay of rich delights 

Sustains our labourM arms to ply the oar. 

But if our prospect were the watery grave, 

And Hope at our sheet ancre stood no more; 

What hand would set the braces , reef a sail , 

Or rig a jurymast: t'were belter far 

To run our skiff right smack against a rock , 1150 

And bid her sable pennant be her shroud. 

When Epimetheus op'ed the fatal box 

Of rich Pandora , charg'd with every woe , 

Right well he knew the past with evil fraught, 

And shut the lid in time to stay young Hope; 

Her he detained with amorous dalliance 

To be the solace of his anxious hours ; 

Her sweet ambrosial kisses seaFd his lips ; 

And pressed in her entrancing fond embrace , 

He drank the vital nectar from her eyes, 11®^ 

And for a moment lost the sense of ill. 

But when Prometheus, who the future knew, 

Spurn'd the rich presents offer'd by ihe Gods, 

They angry, bound him to the granite rock 

Of Caucasus; that there the vulture's beak 

Should gnaw his liver to the end of lime : 

Nor was he thence released till he foretold 

That Thetis should produce a mighty Son , 

More potent than his Father, to bring back 

The age of gold and rule the world in peace! H^' 

To this dilemma, Pyrrho , we are come; 

Either tradition's oracles are true , 

Or, being false, for aught than man ean tell, 

Life's meteor flame may soon dissolve itself 

In airy mist that leaves no rack behind. 

This thought would paralyze strong Sampson's back 

And make him let the gates of Gaza fall : 

If cannot bel I feel , within , a spark 
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undivided consciousness of mind, 
npar'd with which Ihe universal mags 1180 

matter sinks to something less than nought. 
)stancc , if such there be , may change its forms , 
i from the site of Nineveh may spring 
leserl wood, the deii of hungry wplves; 
*£itana may change her sevenfold walls- 

the rude pens of Scythian robber's flocks; 
I Babylon may crumble to the dust :* 
:nyra with her marble pillar'd fanes 
iT be a mass of columns ruinous 

1 frown upon the desert sands alone ; 1^190 

I. the vast crowds that animate their streets 
M pass to life eternal , losing nought 

personal identity of self , 
bether they recollect , or Hot , this scene, 
lat all creation hath sustained a fall 
ich nation testifies; each fable tells. 
le fruit that Eve to temped Adam gave 
as thy false reason and rebellious prid6. 
ir disobedience of the law divine , 
le tree was blasted in its topmost bough* 1206 

I the forbidden kiss which Pyramus, 
;ath the white mulberry , to Thisbe gave , 
jred its fair berries with a purple stain: 
i man's first sin transmits a mortal taint 
) all that live, and fills the earth with woe; 
ad though we neither know the great design, 
3r why Jove should be pleas'd to suffer sin , 
;l there are signs of the catastrophe ; — 
r Nature's overthow; — and I Contend 
lal we are well entitled to regard 1210 

le universal voice of every ag« 
nd nation , as the test of cortam truth* 
hold it also just to reason thus ; — ^ 
ince equity is Jove's well balanc'd rule, 
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He who hath all to give, must give to all 

The largest gift that each can e'er accept: 

There can be no amount of living things 

Too great , nor yet too various their forms , 

For endless time and boundless space to hold ! 

Therefore tis piety to give to God 12J0 

The will to found an universal heav'en, 

When earths* vile dross be burnt and purge'd away, 

And all things to their consmmation come. 

Tis also sound philosphy: but Pride 

Would fain monopolize her paradise, 

And hence the strange repugnance reason finds, 

In yielding slow consent to her conceits. 

Fearing to break that strict analogy 

Which binds us to ascribe the like effects 

To causes similar; thus teaching man 1230 

To rank himself with other kindred beings , 

In species various, but in kind the same. 

Sharing with them the common lot of death 

Or immortality ! — But it were wise, 

In this vast doubt, — to be or not be? 

Had we no certain grounds for trust in Heaven , 

To take that side where consolation lies , — 

And hold to the opinion of great Plato, 

And those wise councils that in every age, 

Light by tradition's lamp , have yet declar'd 1240 

Death's narrow jaws to be the prison door 

Through which th 'immortal soul is doom'd lo pass, 

From life's dark dungeon , to a world of light ! 

Cherish'd this thought which pureeyed Faith propound* 

And Hope sustains on her bright gilded wings, 

Man feels the excellence of his creation, 

And deems himself more noble than before. 

Seeking with Charity on Earth to dwell , 

And , in her train , forcast the joys of Heaven ! 

Therefore I move that we proceed and try 12^ 
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, by due ^teps, vre may aspire 1o I^m 
e sure conditions of I,hi3 mighty boon. 

fal. Philostralus , thy l(^c hath preyaiFd 
id I decide that we should iopward go. 
rt lo! the sun is sunk, and Hesperus 
atters the rear of twilight in the north. 
;ht drags along apace her sable car; 
3 Castor and twin Pollux have just now 
mg out their lights of omnious import , 
llowing each other up the Eastern way«' 1260 

3 time our steps to quicken, while the «tar 
yet the pilot of our devious course. 

Da. Thyrsis then call the dogs, each to his charge, 
nd we shall leave these our unfolded flocks, 
ill our return , to uncorrupted guards. 

Thyrsis. Hither then Sambo , Jet , Melampe , Mep , 
rim, Hector, Triton, and thou Gerbereus, 
/"hose dragon ward would mock thy namesake's eyes , 
nd drown the deep tones gf \\\s triple tongue , 
ark, hark away, -r- see what intelligence 1270 

eams in their eyes ; each kens his master'^ Iambs ; 
nd in their honest faces all declare 
he safe prptectiop of their unbriKd watch. 

GBRK IV* — • Shepherd, and Sheperdeiss sing, and Jhs rest Jain 
tks Chorut .aided .by their ^barking Dogs. 

.V^er*j5 lamp ,now bids us fold , 

Beanup^ P*er yon mountain cold; 

Hark I hear the wether's bell 

Tinkling in the grassie dell , 

Lowing herds and bleating flocks, 

Echoed from the sounding rocks, 

Browse upon the purple heath, 1280 

And bile the green tqrf underneath , 

21. 
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Now the milkmaid , blythe and gay , 
Sings, across the flowery lea, 
To Ihe wild bee's evening hum , 
Or the hoary beetle's drum. 



Chorui. 



O'er the dewy twilight lawn 

Hark the grayfiy winds his horn , 

Dapper fairies join around 

Their airy hands and beat the ground, 

With quips and cranks and nodding head , 129C 

Tripping o'er the daisy's bed , 

And, in silvery tinseli'd shoon , 

Dance their morris to the moon. 

While the plaintive Philomel 

Her murder'd Itys doth bewail , 

And sorrow'd Aedon tells to us 

The story of sad Itylus. 

Choru0» 

Shepherds join the noisy choir , 

Sound the timbrel, strike the lyre, 

Corin on his pipe shall play, 150 

And Marian sing her roundelay , 

To lull the folded flocks to sleep. 

While faithful dogs their vigils keep. 

Shepherds songs , my boys , were sung , 

Before Thalia's harp was strung. 

Or skilful Orpheus tun'd the lute, 

Or Hermes blew his magic flute 

That had such wond'rous power to close 

The Watchman's eyes in safe repose. 

Chorr^ 
By aged Argus servant true 19 

That his return'd Ulysses knew; 
By the dogs that Hesiod bore 
Mangled from th'^tolian shore ; 
By beaided Loski's yellow eyes 
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And shaggy Busy's hairy guise; 

By silky Poski's spotted hose ^ 

And fuzzy Zampa's woolly nose ; 

By Tobit's cur to Heaven removed , 

And bousie Shargs of all beloVd , 

Pales now we beg of thee 1S20 

To keep our folds from peril free. 

CnoRus : 
Hylax now our Chorus join , 
Mia; thy sonorous base toith mine, 
j4nd say <( good bye » before toe go , 
While honest Tray cries bow wow wow. 
Thundering Ringwood, Jowler bold 
Fangs and Anker guard the fold, 
Then bark farewell before wo go 
While honest Tray says bow wow wow. 

Menalcas apostrophizes, 

Jupiter , who would not be a dog 1550 

The honest sentinel of some rude fold , 

Bribeless and constant as the starry host 

That keeps long vigils in the vault of heaven ; 

Nor shut their watchful eyes , but when the veil 

Of earth's rank vapours o*er their light is drawn : 

Rather than fill the highest post that kings , 

On their hir*d servants can » in courts , confer. 

Surely when Jove from Heaven his curse pronounc'd , 

And in corruption bid Nature sink , 

He made exception of the watchdog's heart! 1540 

While Galatea dolh her charge neglect , 

To play with Colin in the apple grove , 

Hylax ne'er quits the trust in him repos'd , 

But sturdy stands and drives the wolf away. 

While the poor soldier , at Bellona's call , 

Fights for his country , on a foreign land ; 
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The faithless Wif? h^mfs ittt As6m lord , 

Squanders his stSre , tmSbanqtAifS^freiiidb^rovm friends; 

But mark Ifa'^ c6ndtrbf' 6f tlie fflftfifiS dbg ; 

Fatigued and hnfngry , ^t i^^f(](iil!ig ft^, 1350 

He silent sitrf, liklfti^^ to' eirery so^ifid. 

And with quick MM c^ch cratiny Ibirly tHfes , 

Where wilH his i^iasfer* he vrss VJ^nf tuy i*bain , 

Sniffling and snowking all the country round , 

Till he discern at leught his distant steps; 

Then with his honest bark and pranks of joy , 

He wags his tail and kindly greets him home. 

Should I , Pesephone ! thy &vour find , 

And in Elysium gain a blest abode p 

Grant that fond Tray may bear me company , 1360 

And be my partner in eternal bliss I 

Lucian. Jog on , jog on 5 and quieken every step 
For I am -weary of this pilgrimage , 
And can descry , in yonder tangled glen 
Of aged elms , the garb of wassailers , 
Doing some mystic rites t6 rtidtic G'bdsf 
Hark hark , the soiiM 6f niirtfa Kiid merriM^ht , 
Falls on my hit, hslste to the lucky Jjpdt, 
And try if w^ lilay in theii' ohorirf joiKi 

ScBifi Y. — Jin Area imidst a mddik ivkicH BdbbllAttM ^Hn^seen 
celebraiing the BrumaHa. The pilgriiM IMH0 f^Mtv9 ikem, 
Menalcaa opens the discourse. 

Men. What means, Damoetas, this uproarious group 1S70 
Of Wassailers at such an hour of night; 
This blaze of torchlight that doth scare the owl 
From her dark leafy perch among the trees?' 

Da. I kno# not ^ shepherd , less'il be tUe -Wake 
That Bacchus and his crew are "Wont to keip ^ 
At this dark sleason of the sleeping yeai^. 
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When Gftre and Toil bybemate , and rude Mirth 
Drinks ntetar from the roscyfriuged bowK ^ 

Ltu!» Wht)' knows not Bacchus and his followers? 
But how came, he who is of eastern growth , 1380 
A sojourner on Juda's hallowed soil ? 

Da. Some say , and I believe the story true , 
That when Osiris was by Typhon slain, 
Orpheus for him obtained , by power of song , 
An everlasting place among the Gods. 
But when fair Science chang*d her first abode. 
And took a westering course toward the. sea ^ 
The great Egyptian king her march pursued , 
Left the deserted Nile and came to Greece, 
There mids t the fiowerykirtled Nymphs and groups 1390 
Of ivywreath'd Bacchantes , who were wont 
To hold their midnight revels with the swains, 
And sing their mad song to the wandering moon , 
He held his court , on Ladon's lilied banks, 
Where the sweet bird of night , from Daphne's bower. 
Responsive sings to every vocal reed 
That on the margin of the river grows* 
This was his daily sport and country gear , 
Till Hora gave him Venus for a bride , 
She , fond to see his ruddy cheeks inflame , 1400 
And his eyes sparkle with the fire of love y 
Trom the ripe grape the maddening liqour press'd , 
And gave iti^ poison in a crystal glass! 
And then again , by power of wine deform'd , 
He became brute and took a swinish form , 
Mortal , and subject to all earthly pains ; 
Delighting in his own disfigurement, 
And prov'd that he had godly reason lost ! 

^^i\ r \.^ ■^- -i; > .. .,.. ... ■■■..:. ,,..:. 

The Bramalia were an anticipation of Christmas festivities and at 
«ame time of year, tiiera are otltet* and simifair doihcideiilies. 
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Me. But it seems strange, at least to my youDg thoughts, 
That beauty's queen should so misuse the gifts 1410 
Of bounteous Nature , as to link herself , 
By carnal ties , to such a vrassailer 

Da. Her history , to those "who have chaste ears 
Is not so difficult to understand: — 
When angry Saturn hurl'd the mangled limbs 
Of aged Uranus into the sea, 
He wrote the words • encrease and multiply » 
On every member of th' ethereal God , 
Which , by the Fates directed , chanc'd to fall 
Among the fleet of Sirens , whose sweet v<iicc 1480 
Floats nightly o'er the calm unruffled bay 
Of dear Parthenope ; she , with chaste lips 
Softly repeating the prolific spell, 
Threw the charm'd fragments on the Ocean's foam. 
Which soon begot upon the silver froth 
A lovelier form than Nature yet had seen ; 
Thus Venus rose most graceful and most fair , 
Naked and reeking from the watery bed 
Of Amphitrile , and with such grace adorn'd , 
Such sweetly chasten'd symmetry of parts 1430 

And such alluring looks of fond desire , 
That the coy Nymphs could scarely gaze on her , 
Without the envious blush of angry shame : 
Then scaly Triton blew his sounding shell , 
O'er the rough sea, and smoothed the billows down, 
And^Glaucus , heedless now of Scylla's charms 
Rush'd through the waves to kiss her lovely lips. 
Then Neptune wav'd his trident oe'r the brine. 
And bad the Nereids doff their sapphire crowns , 
Unfurl their little flags, and , rang'd in rows , 1440 
Bend their proud heads before the Queen of Love. 
Her birth Vesuvius to th' Earth proclaimM 
Firing the beacon on his mountain peak, 
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While thundering -<Elna , in a cloud of smoke , 

Bore the great tidings to the court of Heaven. 

But the rapt Mermaid , such is beauty's power , 

Died of its sudden blaze of loveliness , 

And falling on the beach , was there entomb'd , 

By the Euboean mariners , who rais'd 

A migthy city on that sacred spot , 1450 

And gave her Naples for a sepulchre. 

There the sleek Panope may still be seen 

Guarding the Phrygian ships from nightly storm , 

That , freighted from the Idumeean port , 

Brought rich Fortuna riding on the prow. 

Ready , from her o'erladen horn profuse , 

To pour a plenitude of Nature's gifts 

On the birthplace of beauty's paragon. 

Soon every bark , from the remotest clime , 

Came and cast anchor in this lively bay, 1460 

Bearing each ornament by Venus lov'd, 

The shawls of Cashmere , and rich Ophir's gold ; 

Blue turquois and the verdant emerald , 

Clear sapphire stone , and purpling amethyst , 

Onyx and crystal and the ruby fair 

With sparkling quartz , unrivall'd diamond , 

And every gem that lavish beauty wears , 

And fabulous Hydaspes on the sands 

Of Nyssa , from his treasur'd billow throws ; 

Nor less all scents and odorous perfumes , 1470 

The musk of Tibet and sweet frankinsense 

Woundhealing balsam, and the bleeding Myrrh, 

Fresh cascarilla and gum benzoin , 

And all the spices of the Indian isles , 

Nutmeg and ginger and sweet cinnamon , 

And every fruit Pomona has in store, 

The red pomegranate and the lushious fig , 

The golden orange and the lemon pale , 

The Lybian cocoa and Argolic pear , 
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Besides a lavish store of fruits presery'd, 1480 

From farthest China , hither come to mix 

Their sweets with honied Uybla's njatiYe hives* 

Perch'd on the rigging of these beauteous ships 

Sat parrots, parroquets and cockatoos , 

Tufted maccaws , and ibirds of paradise , 

Sleek pheasants , and Ismene*8 plumy love 

That in his fine tail opes a hjondred eyes : 

iWith Lesbian sparrows and soft turtle doves , 

Her own true charioteers , ready to land , 

And y in green bowers of twisted eglantine 1490 

O'ercanopied with the rich clustering grape. 

To fan fair Gythersea with their wings , 

Or bear her charriot through the balmy air. 

Fir'd by a novel flame , each N^iad tried 

To emulate Production's .Recreant 'Queen , 

Nor were. the mountains nor: the woods iess mov'd, 

By just ambition beauteous to appear: 

Oreades.and :Hamadryades , 

Wood Kympbs; and Dryads and l^otamides 

Strove with intent to rc^qb her peerless diatnis. IMO 

Each morning sitting on btight agate rooks 

Ligea might be seen , with golden CQQib 

Sleeking her auburn hair ; while in the iwoodi 

Swart Dryope bound up her locks of jiet 

With the oak wreath or sweet briar or mom roie; 

And every Nymph some f^rb .«ttractiv9 ^sought ; 

Such was her power who taughithe Earth to lonti 

Nor was in Heaven , her influence ;less ifelt » 

To soften stern Minerva's learned brow , 

And add a lustre new to Juno*s eyes* IMO 

Oft have 1 heard Gorycius relate 

That , when first Venus reaeh'd ; the Cyprian ibore, 

Riding ^pon the charmed amorous .surge 9 

Gymothoe , on rapid waves , pursued , 

Enchanted; and with ready .fingers comb'd 
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e (anglets of her amberdrooping hair , 

hen each stray lock that on the ground did fall, 

as changed into a little streaky plant 

'lich botanists have called trichomanes 

d village girls describe as maidenhair. 1520 

t to return to the sad tale , Menalcas , 

^ Goddess was at first as chaste as snow, 

d comely as the flower with her name, 

herein she used, as in a looking glass, 

^ly lo gaze on her unblemished form : 

1 the blackveird Cotylto , envious 

' charms to which all mortals homage paid, 

nd e'en the Gods pour'd forth their madrigals, 

educ'd her, from her rural tenement 

Q sylvan shades blest by the bounteous Pan , 1530 

b Corinth , and in its bewitching halls 

aught her to move her limbs in wanton dance 

ind roll with Lais on a sensual couch : 

here with qnaint words of flattering courtesy 

he gained the heart of fair Callipyga , 

Lod made her soon her duty chaste forget , 

Lnd loose her zone to every idle fop, 

'hat haunts her temple, in night's dangerous hour; 

jU Bacchus felt himself the proper guard 

)f her now fading charms, and hence their union: — 1540 

Luctan. But hold, for I perceive the noisy crew 
!)own in yon tangled glen of ivied elms, 
\.nd I would fein be of their company 

Me* I can see nothing, for this witching tale 
9ath bound up all my senses in a trance. 

Da. I can discern if thou canst not , Menalcas , 
For my old sight is still to distance true, 
rhrough yon long alleys of overarching firs 
Lit by a thousand lamps of colour'd hues , 
rhe mad procession moving in a train, 1550 

Old Liber , with Silenus by his side , 

22. 
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Guides his rude car, deck't "^th the clasterihg fpthp^f 

By leopftrdd and the streaky tiger drawn; 

And that vast parlour circled by tall trees, 

And latticed by the tendrils of the vine, 

(9 sure set out for dome abhorred rite 

That he , so skill'd in pleasure's magib arts , 

With his lov'd partner, pays to Hecate, 

Drowning his swinish snout in Circe's cup ; 

With his wild gang of Satyrs; but hark now 1&60 

They sing: let us then listen to their iong. 

SonG of drunken Bacchanals j with a Chorus of loud InsirunienH. 

Circle round ye merry souls 

Crown with joy the wassail bowls , 

Comus and his noisy crew 

Nightly here their rites renew, 

i^ill your bumpers, sit around^ 

This is Circe's charmed ground ; 

Phoebe reels with tipsy steps , 

And wets in wine her parched lips', 

Fill with punch the crystal glass, 1570 

Every lad shall toast his lass 3 

While Plenty shall supply the bowl , 

Drink , drink , each joyous soul ! 

Chorus. 

With arms akimbo Monius stands 

And holds his sided \vith both his liandsv 

And laughing says, with waggish head. 

Go, weeping Niobe, to bed; 

Mawkish Prudence get thee hence. 

Advice and dull Morality 

With wrinkled Care, and sober sense, 1B60 

What have we now to do vrtth ye? 

You may budge and go to sleeps 

Hecate doth her tirgils keep; 
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Swiird Saccfaantes beat the ground, 
And the merry toast goes round. 



Chorus. 



Delius, there vrith downvrs^rd haste, 

Sinks in the wet Favonian vraste , 

Grouching nealh the Arctic pole, 

Churlish waterysupper'd soul , 

Content to take his sober glas 1590 

With Neptune and Oceanus: 

'While yawning Night almost asleept 

Follows his course into the deep, 

Riding in her ebon diair , 

And gazing on the nor,lhem Bear; 

Till startled by the scrieohing owl^ 

Mom peeps from out her shady cowl. 

Chorus, 

We , .that are of purer mettle , 

Imitate the pot and kettle , 

Round the fire duly set, 1600 

Singing, as we warmer get. 

And like the kettle and the pot , 

We scold and hiss, when we get hot, 

Till running o'er with boiling rage, 

We fume and thus our heat assuage. 

So here's a health to father Lot, 

Who his own salted wife forgot; 

And here's to all Muses nine , 

And may they all be sou3*d in wine ! 

Chorus. 

Come young Psyche, welcome Love, 1610 

We shall soon from Heaven above. 

Such a mighty monarch have. 

As old Israel's cause shall save; 

He will conquer Caesar's arm. 

So now dispel your vain alarms. 

In generous wine your troubles drown , 
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And put on Ariadne's crown. 

Which our king Bacchus on her head 

Placed , when Phoebus went to bed ; 

For drawing out , in elder days , 1 6f 

Her Theseus from the tangled maze. 

Chor^U4 
Circe and the God of wine , 
Now we feel your power divine , 
Now the luscious purpling fount 
To our enchanted brain doth mount: 
We are mad, and we must soon 
Make a jump and kiss the Moon; 
Should she our proferr'd homage spurn, 
Like fond Endymion, we'll burn. 
Those who from the frying pan 1650 

Leap out, and try the grate to span, 
Are often baulk'd in such desire , 
And tumble headlong in the fire ! 

Chorw* 

But sec yon streak of amber light 
Now lines the sable robe of Night , 
And mov'd by Zephyrs gentle breath 
The harebell quivers on the healh, 
Soon the orient Sun shall blaze 
In his bright panoply of rays, 
And we must to our shrowds repair, 1640 

So drink good night boys while we dare; 
For hark the third aleclrophon 
Now bids us put our nightcaps on; 
Drowsy sleep then banish sorrow , 
We tap another cask tomorrow! 

Chorus » 
Hark, then miniairels , hither come, 
Sound the Cymbals, beat the drum, 
Health shall crown the flowing bowl ^ 
And give new life to every souL 
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Fill the goblet to the brim 1650 

Pleasure loves in wine to swim 

With Falemum, Joy shall come 

And Mirth with sparkling Ccecubum^ 

Hark how oft the cock doth crow 

Who cares for cock a doodle doo 

Blow the horn J the trumpet sounds 

Jnd let the merry toast go round. 

^^^T»E VI. — The Pilgrimage proceeds and encounters Fenus 
holding her Court on the other side the tcay, amidst a chorus 
of Graces and Nymphs. 

Da. Straight forward, shepherds; for our course doth lie 
^long bewitched ground: here in this glen, 
Stands Circe offering her poisoned bowl 1660 

To the unwary traveller; while there 
Fair Venus with the Graces holds her court 
Midst the light Sylphs^ and nosegaybosom'd Hours ; 
And in full chorus leads the jocund dance, 
Under yon palmy canopy; through which 
The Moon's leafchequer'd light so softly falls 
Upon their beauteous and quick moving forms, 
That Cynthia self might seem to play her part 
And wanton with their changing attitudes ! 
But such allurement is most dangerous 1670 

To votarists, in pilgrim's weed yclad. 
That strive to close the inlet doors of sence 
Against such witcheries and dangerous joys , 
That the pure soul in her own council room 
May sit and hold sweet converse with the Gods. 
Therefore make haste and let us hence begone. 

Me. Stay yet a while ; what harm could us betide , 
Should we sit down on this green grassy turf, 
And with some cooling wine our thirst allay 
That so refresh't we might their chorus joia 1680 
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With rigorous steps to dance amidst the throng? 

Melibceus. I had no forecast Ip untie my tpng^e, 
To all things peace preferring, but the fear 
Of such swiird sorcerers , and luring sports , 
Calls loudly on sage pastors to beware. 
And tender their advise to younger hinds. 
Such sounds as these would cut the chatting string 
Of iBgles, and make Silence ope her mouth. 
I say advance notj this vine latticed maze, 
With poppies and narcissus planted round, 1690 

Is but Arachne^s treacherous web, Menalcas, 
Spread out to catch the incautious traveller 
And draw him into snares: should he be caught 
And the sweet venom <>f that cup should taste 
Then Pleasure marks him for her captive; then 
He , in her eagle talons once secured , 
Lies spelbonnd, loving her who him enthralled, 
And , in sweet struggles of mad agony , 
Lays his whole soul and virtue at her feet; 
Like the enchanted bee, who for a flower, 17:00 

Parts with her weapons and her life at once! 
Let us return; see old lacchus there 
Sits on one side, drunk with the maddening grape, 
While Venus , on the other , to her bower 
Of fragant blooms invites the giddy youth: 
Betwixt them, who shall steer; he that sails wide. 
To clear Chary bdis , falls on Scylla's jaws? 

Da» Tis wanting , then , a pilot , Meliboeus ; 
We have a loadstar in the Eastern sky 
Scattering its rays about our devious road, 17IL6 

To light our bark; as if kind Heaven itself 
Had stoop'd to earth to give us safe convoy* 
Thou hast mistaken strangely the intent 
Of these enchantments: tis to test our strength 
That we are tried : but once the conquest ;made 
Over the stubborn obstaoles of will , 
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ray is cisii'tain ar.d our path s^ciite« 
10 hath sent the tiger, also gave 
^reupSne heir panoply of quills: 
e hath power, Chastity can steel 1720 

iflest hearts against his darts of straw. 
Toseph wheti his honour was besiegM, 
ige'd by loy^^ threw his Proteian coat 
he arms of his foiid paramour , 
)re away his heart unstain'd and free. 
But hark What concord from their chorus comes , 
ig beneath N^ht^s vaulted sounding board. 
' awhile and hear their charming lay t 
est upon yon odorous Violet bank 
iind vHth wild thyihe and sweet hoheysdckle; 1730 
ying accents of these lovely strains 
ull our lids to rest; and when the cock 
sound his clarion shrill and wake the mom, 
I be tithie ei^ough , with lind3S refre^*d 
Imjr s^umb^rs , to resume our course. 

and -the Graces dance ifccotnpahied by various Nymphs, 
and ike Muses > sitting round , dtig in Chorus. 

Come palmer , to this charmiftg land , 

Where Grace and Venus haiid in hand , 

<A:1id Beauty in brilliants richly digfat 

Are keeping the vigil of Love to night , 

Now ^gle trips as free as air 1740 

And shakes her Hyadinthine hair 

Thalia now leaves her rustic glade 

To dance in the moon's pale woodland shade 

While dimplecheek'd Euphrosyne , 

The sweetest of \ht Grac^ three , 

Along ttie graBSplot lightly skips, 

And quiickens her sister's measured -steps. 

Hexc surely , wandei^i^r , you <ian find 
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Some pretty partner to your mind, 

Phyllodoce queen of the rural bower l^SH 

Now moves like a sylph of the twilight hour^ 

Whose sparkling eyes and locks of jet , 

And teeth like pearls in coral set , 

Invite the bee that fondly sips 

The honey from her rosy lips. 

Or choose Selene tall and fair 

Wilh azure eyes and auburn hair 

Endow'd with Helena's Grecian head 

And Tyrian Dido's graceful tread. 

Who wears a crown of Jewells bright 1760 

Wrought of the firefly's diamond light 

And dances along the morass damp 

Where ever the glow worm lights her lamp* 

But if town beauties you prefer, 

Take sly Corinna and toy with her 

She's skiird in the arts to patch and paint 

And to give to her cheeks a vermillion taint: 

Take Glycera shining in every grace , 

Or Opis proud of her handsome face, 

Or Leucothea , whose sweet recompense , 17'" 

Is to breath the spirit of frankinsense ; 

Napeea doth now her zone unloose 

And opens a channel for Arethuse; 

While Sylvia chaunls with her mellow voice 

« Come haste to the bower and take your choice* * 

CHORUS. 

Come Polyhymnia deign to siny, 

Thalia shall loudly sweep to string, 

Terpsichore briskly draw the bow , 

jind Clio her winding bugle blow^ 

Let Erato touch her cithern's chord 1780 

Calliope flourish her trumpet loud^ 

Melpomene sigh to the plaintive lute, 

And sweet Euterpe play on the flute, 
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Till bleH Urania striken her lyre 
Strung with Apollo* s rays of fire: 
And bids the spirits above bestow 
Their praises on Concord reigning below 
Bravo to the chorus of LovCj bratot 
Harkf Echo to Harmony cries bravo I 
Me. hill of Helicon, and thou laurell'd mount 1790 
E^arnassus that J)eucalion*s bark did bear, 
Bid the sweet !l^cho , on Tithorea's brow , 
Ihat strain repeat , and from her airy shell , 
Seatter its charms around this country wide; 
Ihat we may find the music of that song 
In every cottage, grot, o^* mountain lodge, 
That in our long and perilous xoad may lie, 
And offer rest to our tir'd wayworn steps: 
Or let me rest in spirit , on thy top , 
Like Noah's ark, left by life's angry waves 1800 

On a firm prop; and Iqt the Paphian dpViC 
Bring the green branch: -then in Parnassian dreams ^ 
Which frolic Fancy from dull Slumber steals, 
Give me to court the smiles of that sweet Nyjnph , 
And in some iCool alpove , or jasmin bower , 
(Uixtie her girdlp land enjoy her love t 
That the fond visions of unwitness'd night 
May mimic joys which garish day denies. 

Da. O youth ihiese thoughts are foreign to ourxause 
And dangerous inmates of a pilgrim's heart. IMO 

If thou wouldst clamber Virtue^s rugged hill , 
Thou must not Pilgrim turn to either hand , 
But look strait forward like the unicorn. 
The capering fawn that bounds from side to >side 
llath little force to throw down obstacles 
Or daunt its foes : but what strengh can withstand 
The torrent rush of the rhinoceros ? 
These Konysians hav€ ill understood 
The Sybil's voice who propfaecied xrf Pan ; 

23. 
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They think a temporal monarch is at hand 1810 

And would fein celebrate his reign on earth 

With Lupercalia and such dangerous rites 

As to the fane of Sensuality ' 

Belong ; disciples of old Epicure 

And his false school of vain philosophers. 

But Yrho comes here in hairy mantle clad 

Girdled his loins , and in his hand a crutch , 

As if he labour'd with infirmity, 

Or to some shrine dragg'd on his aged limbs. 

See by yon sundial beside our road ISSC^B 

He musing stands , and meditates thereon : 

They say that age confers prophetic power. 

Let us his accents catch and, profitting 

By their import, a lesson take from eld. 

Jpostrophe of the old Man to the Dial. 

Ah what is what? — to know the which, they say, 

Is better than abstruce philosophy! 

I gaze upon this Dial, and behold 

That a dark line moves round its measured disk, 

Marking the sun's course in the vault of heaven« 

But what is Time thus parcell'd : — what is Time 1840 

This furrowed visage , and this silver'd head , 

These tottering steps, dim sense ^ and bended loins 

Prove that he bites with an unerring tooth. 

But leaves his fearful nature unexplor'd ! 

Some say that Time is an Ephemera 

That with his brother Space is doom'd to sport 

In the vast breath of great Eternity ! 

That each man's time and space are but as motes 

That in the sunbeams in such myriads play. 

Or like the sparks from the Chimsera's lungs. 1850 

Others pretend that these queer motes are eggs 

Which being hatch'd, by some strange temporal heal, 

Will turn to beings of unmeasured life. 
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^»t the shawy line still moTing on 

Proves that this enemy, if such he be, 

^^its not for man , but straitvray battle gives 

^^fusing us all truce and breathing time. 

^ Jupiter, the world is all a dial! 

"^^il life an hourglass whose uncertain grains 

"^^e quickly sped 7 — but who shall turn it up 1860 

^ben it be spent , and bid it run again? 

Or if this power to renovate our sand 

^ere possible; what would its value be? 

Unless the hand, that turned it, were time proof 

And had a ceaseless power to recreate! 

Therefore I hold thee cheap O father Time 

And do esteem thee only as a bridge, 

Across the gulp , to thy great parent's home , 

Ah me! the day of life is but a dial! 

The cock crows, and we rise, and say: *tisMom; 1870 

The soft and pallid light steals o'er the hills , 

Then comes Aurora in her saffron stole, 

And then the Sun, midst the red liveried clouds 

Opens the view, and then we say, Ms Day ! 

Then, mounting to his height, he scans the Heavens, 

And then we say, 'tis Noon; sometime has passed 

Between each change , and m Time's stream all floats : 

Then longer shadows cool the waning day, 

And then we say, it is the Afternoon. 

And then sad Even spreads her duskie shroud, 1880 

And the loud owl doth cry ; and then we say , 

Evening draws on ; and then the light withdrawn 

Leaves but the lanterns of the starry pole , 

That shine in countless millions o'er our heads , 

And then we say , 'tis Night ; let watchdogs bark , 

And let us sleep, and gain another morn. 

And thus Time rolls along till all is lost* 

Of this most strange and everchanging scene 

Of mortal life; and when the whole is gone, 



( 188) 

What boot our joys or sorrows, less wc gain IMO 

By their -well timed and Well placed discipline ^ 

Thy timeless spaceless meed £ternity ! 

Thy joys of every sence, and thousands more, 

Relationless to Time's and Spacers bounds ! 

The pensive mind who thinks of this, and ^sks 

Why Anything exists, and what is Anything? 

And what is Nothing? What is Cause and change? 

Whence we have come, who live and feel and mow? 

And wither go to, at the mortal change 

Called Death? but feels the insignificanc , tMI 

Of what vain man still deems Philosophy , 

And like the holy saint cries for Eternity , 

Watching to know itf like a faulty Effect, 

Who scarcely dares address the Migthty Galise; 

He to the Living Fountain of All Good 

Devoutly lifts the wondering soul in prayer. 

And says , « Conduct me to to Eternity I 

ScEiiB Vn. — Discovers the stall at Bethlehem whereim Maf^ it 
nursing the Infant^ while Joseph the reputed father stands hj 
her side, an as and an ass being in the same stable. The wise mM 
from the east in pompous procession successively come aid 
offer their gifts, each invoking his Muse. Philostratus opent 
the discourse in an address to the Grecian pilgrims^ 

Phil. Behold , my friends , the radiant star dolh "set 
O'efr yonder stall and crown it with its beams : 
Beneath yon roof the Infant Pan is laid lOlt 

In a rude b^iftger, where the ox and a«s 
Are feeding , after their long day of toil* 
This is a scene fit for the proud man's gaze, 
Who vainly thinks the wot^ld was made for bkn% 
This birth of Pan^ the mighty lord of all^ 
In a low grot that shelters humble hinds , 
Portends some doctrine new, as yet unknown 
To the proud tyrants of th' enslaved earth 
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g with consequence to Rome herself. 

dstjsay, Pyrrho, and I marked thy words, 1920 

heu the tired ox and patient ass, 

leir work, should find a place of rest 

rass'd Nature a secure repose, 

i^ouldst then chaunt thy orison to heayen 

ase with tongue profane to blasphfime Jove. 

in yonder stall thy vow achieved, 
1 of Heaven in a rude manger laid, 
I and of a lowly Virgin born , 
ir his company the ox and ass ! 

their flanks th'astonishM Joseph stands, 1930 

ews his maiden and unblemished spouse 
; the King of King's Eternal Son. 

not , even for thy doubts , enough ? 
Jove himself shall stretch the strawy thatch 
le beast, and under the same roof, 
odge his own anointed, with a brute! 
^ho. We must yet more of this new doctrine learn , 

then catch its spirit from the songs 

wise men who , turn by turn , come down , 
g their gift, and in prophetic strains, 1940 

each Muse to aid their serenade. 

Th$ first Sage invokes his Muse and offers Gifts. 

Hail learned Muse, good morrow 

Child of Mnemosyne with laurel crown'd, 

From Ihy loud trumpet, sound 
Glad tiding , Clio , to this world of sorrow , 
That Bdeebub must fly 
Again to his dark dungeon under ground , 

Nor shall Death more be found 
With vulturine beak to swallow us «lt up ; 

Soon shall his bis bitter euip 1950 

By the world's iDi^ty aaonareh be dr«nk dry. 
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Virgin , I anoint thy feet , 

With nard and balm and cassia sweet; 

For so soon as thou shall tread 

On the sublil serpent's head, 

His strangled jaws shall gape withall , 

And let the poison'd apple fall: 

Pride end concupiscence brought 

Sin into the world , and wrought 

A mortal change in human lot, 19S 

When men Jehovah's laws forgot , 

And sought to make themselves as wise 

As the monarch of the skies; 

But pain and sorrow , and the sting 

or death , which married Eve did bring , 

From the world shall quickly fly 

When touch'd by true Virginily. 

And all Creation , then set free , 

Shall again immortal be« 

The second Sage invokes etc* 

Hither Sicilian maid 19 

That on quaint pastoral reed art wont to play, 

At close of summer's day, 
To the tir*d shepherd in the twilight glade; 
Thy harp Thalia sound 
In praise of her who in blest arms doth hold 

The Master of thy fold: 
Leave the brisk dance and doff the comic mask 

And take the higher task 
To make the wild woods , with Pan's praise re 

Hither, Votarist, no more 

From Hydaspes, jewell'd shore 

Bring the, ruby and each gem 

That decks the tyrant's diadem. 

To day the heavenly spouse for us 
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Doth call his bride from Libanus, 

To receive the cedar crown, 

On the hill of of high renown. 

Virgin daughter ot the sea, 

Hear the sinner's vow to thee; 

The shaggy top of Shenir bold, 1990 

And hoary Hermon's rocky hold, 

The summits of Amana high 

And the craggs that touch the sky, 

The leopards den and lions cave 

For thy head a crown shall weave* 

Virgin then whose eyes have shone 

Bright as the pools of Heseron, 

Cast those gentle eyes on us, 

And ever be propitious. 

The third Sage sings, etc. 

Muse of melancholy , 2000 

ilpomene , whose notes of languid love 
Have power to soften Jove 
his most angry mood, with accents holy, 

Strike now the chord 
thy soft lute strung with Latona's hair , 
And with soulmelting air , 
r Orpheus taught, dissolve the very skies 
Into sweet extasies, 

11 the charm'd Spheres responsive Pasans sing. 
List then, mortals, ope your ears, 2010 

Ye who, in this dell of tears. 
Direful ills have long endur'd, 
Hither hasten to be cur'd. 
For the day of wrath is past , 
And redemption come at last, 
And all creatures now set free 
From death , shall soon immortal be ; 
Man and beast and fish and fowl, 
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Each his own eternal soul 

From corruption's jaws shall save, 2020 

And rise again from out his grave, 

And cloth'd with immortality 

Shall mount above the starry sky, 

And dwell for ever with their lord , 

And skip around his council board • 

And crop fair lawns for ever green , 

Beneath a nightless azure sheen. 

Where the sun's unclouded beams 

Play on the rippling nectar'd streams, 

And in the placid crystal brooks 2030 

Eternal Justice fondly looks, 

And joys to see each heavenly grace 

Reflected from the mirror's face. 

There the bee at lenght reposes 

In the leaves of pinks and roses, 

Or from the lily's fairer lips 

Ethereal honey sweetly sips. 

There doth the faithful dog abide 

For ever by his master's side. 

Sweetest Virgin, then arise 2040 

And wipe the tears from Sorrow's eyes* 

Bid rest to every beast be given 

And peace eternal reign in Heaven* 

Ths fourth Sage Hngs* 

Sweet flowerkirtled Muse, 

Euterpe, tuning thy enchanting flute, 

To thy sad sister's lute; 
We pray thee now, the higher office choose. 

To sing the praise of Pan; 
To whom a wedded maid hath given bJrUi , 

That he might dwell on Earth, 2050 

Descending from his high ethereal slate^ 
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To be man's mournful mate, 

id leach the way Heaven's arduous waib to scan* 

then Virgin full of grace , 

Pray that we may have a place, 

High above the starry road, 

In Astraea's blest abode. 

Where the pilgrim tir'd shall close 

His life of toil, in safe repose, 

And angel choirs ever siug, 2060 

To high Heaven's eternal King, 

Such melodious notes of love 

As stern Pluto's heart would move, 

And make Proserpina set free 

The souls as might detained be. 

And if sweet music's magic power 

Can still assist us in that hour , 

Grant us the heavenly choir to join, 

And mingle with the Muses nine 

Our weaker strains, and help to raise 2070 

The swell of concord in thy praise : 

Then let the rosy Cherubim 

And goldenwinged Seraphim 

In one eternal chorus try 

To bind the chords of harmony; . 

While angels and archangels sound 

Loud trumpets that make earth resound 

And send back to the vaulted sky, 

The echoes of their minstrelsy. 

The fifth Sage sing's^ etc, 

T Calliope, 2080 

ve and of unfading Memory born 
urish thy golden horn: 
from the watchtower of fix'd Helice , 
1 the revolving spheres 

24. 
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That He, vrho dolh upon the whirlwind ride, 

Uath chosen , for his bride , 
Of David's line an humble Hebrew maid, 

Who, in yon ^reen crib laid, 
Nurses the Parent of Eternal Years 

Then Virgin chaste and fair, 2090 

Pure as light , and free as air , 

From the stain of deadly sin , 

Hasten and thy task begin. 

To bring up the infant Pan, 

Until the vigorous growth of man 

Shall enable him to hold 

His sceptre, and direct the fold: 

So soon as He his reign begin 

Virtue shall contend wtlh Sin; 

But many an age shall pass away SlOO 

And many heros turn to clay 

And many martyrs death shall meet 

Before her conquest be complete* 

He that spreads our Shepherd's name. 

Shall gain aloft the meed of fame; 

But in this lower world beneath. 

He sows^ like Cadmus, dragons* teeth. 

From which an army will arise 

Intent to rend the very skies 

And bring such ware as ever taints 2110 

Jove's banner with the blood of saints. 

Therefore , Virgin , we implore 

Thy succour in that fearful hour. 

The sixth Sage sings, etc* 

Enchanting rural Muse 

Bearing the mellow lute and sprightly lyre. 

So full of soft desire , 
On either arm, with bracelets of musk rose, 
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Shake off thy myrtil crown , 

And play no more to Attic girls and boys, 

But banish amorous joys, 2120 

Chaste Erato , and loudly strike the chord , 

In honour of thy Lord, 
And spread abroad our Pastor's high renown* 

Along Eurota's flowery banks 

Cease to frisk in giddy ranks; 

Seek no more the shady groves 

Of Ida , with your wanton loves ; 

Leave Ops and her pinemantled tower. 

And hasten to this sacred bower: 

Every shepherd, every maid, 2150 

Quits at length the rural glade , 

That each may liberal homage pay 

To the Young King who reigns to day. 

Ye who have heard the magic flute 

Of Hermes , or Apollo's lute ; 

Ye who have seen the sparks of fire 

Fly from the nerves of Jubal's lyre, 

Or wandering by Alphaeus' flood. 

By moonlight in a pensive mood. 

Have heard sweet Syrinx, from the meads, 2140 

Inflate, for Pan, her choral reeds; 

Ye who have caught the notes afar 

Of Cy thersea's bright guitar , 

Or felt the cymbal's clashing sound , 

When drum and trumpets shake the ground, 

Or ken the noise of timbrel sharp , 

Or love the soft ^olian harp; 

Ye shall shortly music hear 

Filter for an angel's ear, 

When, to the vocal choir below, 2160 

The pealing organ pipes shall blow; 

While tones still deeper fill the gales. 

As merry bells , through flowery dales , 
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From lofty steeples , spread the sound 

Of their sweet octa\e ringing round ; 

And the huge bell, that bears the name 

Of Mart shall henceforth proclaim , 

By his one deep unrivall'd tone^ 

Heard from the temple's tower alone. 

That our great Shepherd soon shall hold 2160 

His flocks in one eternal fold , 

Wherein we fein would gain a place, 

Therefore Virgin full of grace, 

We beseech thee for us pray 

And accept our \ows today. 

The seventh Sage sings , etc, 

Muse of many songs 

Bring hither, Polyhymnia, all thy lays, 
And tune them to her praise, 

Whose Virgin strength hath canceird Eva's wrongs, 

Bid now the Spheres above 21 7>^ 

Change their quaint chiming for such melody 
As suits our symphony. 

Who here below new joyous carols sing , 
To the young Shepherd Ring ; 

And change your glees profane for strains of love. 
Phrygian shepherds no more sing 
About the goat that nurs'd your king 
Nor of the bitter almond tree 
Of Atys lov'd by Cybele , 

She, who hath crush'd the poison'd fruit, 218^ 
Hath sweeten'd it, and chang'd the root 
To a new graft, to whom 'tis given 
To trail its branches up to Heaven. 
Weep not men of Bubylon, 
Nor again descant upon 
The perils that were brought on us 
By Thisbe and fond Pyramus. 
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She, vrho upon the serpent stood 

And shed beneath the tree his blood , 

Hath tarn'd that tainted berry white 2190 

And made it pure as noonday light , 

And, wiping out all purple dye, 

Hath train'd its branches o'er the sky, 

Let all Arcadia then rejoice 

And old Lycaeus greet the voice 

Which Echo from the sounding plain 

Proclaims to come from Pan again«» 

Cease Egyptians to bewail 

Isis; she has doft her veil, 

And in naked beauty stands ^200 

Weeping o'er Nile's fertile sands; 

Cease Osiris to lament. 

And fell Typhon's dire intent; 

Apis, who receiVd his soul. 

Hastens to a happier goal. 

Cyprian damsels boast no more 

That Venus loves your myrtil'd shore ; 

Nor let the Athenian coast 

Of its blueeyed Pallas boast , 

Bid Eleusis cease to whine 2210 

About the rape of Proserpine; 

Ceres soon shall blow her horn 

In nobler feasts, and stack her corn 

For commerce of more high renown 

Than rich Piraeus yet hath known. 

Druid priests now cease to moan 

Your dirges round Trethevy stone; 

Sit no more on Loggan rocks 

And preach to superstitious flocks: 

Saxons , shut the temple door 2220 

Of Tuesco, Woden and of Thor, 

Frea must consent to yield 

Her laurels , on the battle field , 
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To Her, who made Desire fly, 

From Ihe reproof of Chastity. 

Persians who adore the Sun, 

Mithra*s course is fairly run , 

Your allegiance own , to night , 

To the living God of Light, 

Brahma and the Indian Fo, 3230 

Sieva and Vishnu, get below, 

Now your reign is pass'd away, 

And Pan the sceptre holds to day. 

Soon every minstrel shall be seen 

Circling round Heaven's beauteous Queen, 

And pouring forth such notes of love. 

As angels echo from above. 

Till in one strain of extasy 

They bear Her to the lofty sky. 

So now, chaste Virgin, pray that we 2240 

In this high chorus joined be. 

The eighth Sage single ^ etc* 

Inyentress of the dance, 

Terpsichore, who first young damsels taught. 

With Tain ambition fraught , 
Midst drunken satyrs and rude hinds to prance; 
A steadier course pursue. 
And bid thy votaries now seek for fame. 

Where burns the Vestal flame. 
And, free from all dangers of the world, 

Heavens ensigns are unfurl'd 23S0 

And God on Earth his reign begins a new* 

Shepherd and fair shepherdess 

Waste not now the fond caress 

On each others fading charms; 

Seek no more , of mortal arms , 

To obtain the warm embrace; 

But hapten to that holy place 
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Where , seated in the mossy cell , 

Meditation loves to dwell, 

And the pilgrim tir*d of strife 2260 

Seeks a safe sequestered life : 

There those celestial Graces three, 

Faith , Hope and heavenbom Charity , 

With three sister Virtues more, 

From the angelic council store , 

Have sworn for ever to reside, 

And gather, round the heavenly Mide, 

A crown of virgins, whose pure eyes 

Are fit to greet her , in the skies , 

And chaunt the praise of Pan alone 2270 

In halelujahs round her throne. 

Therefore strew the ground for her 

With cypress and the bleeding Myrrh, 

Or the branches of the palm. 

And the sweet woundhealing balm, 

And the radiant marigold. 

And the snowdrop white, and cold, 

And every bloom of Flora's train 

That sheds its petals on the plain; 

Make a carpet for her feet 2280 

Of cowslips pale and violet sweet. 

Pink, jasmin, rose and daffodil. 

And hyacinth , and fresh jonquil 

With lychnis from the greenwood alley. 

And the lily of the valley , 

But most that lily tall and fair, 

That scents the summer's evening air, 

Wherewith Leucothoe did braid 

The locks of Juda's chosen maid, 

When she was first declared to be 2290 

The loadstar of life's troubled sea. 

Thus , Virgin , hear our prayer 

And our meed aloft prepare: 
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And if, as elder sages say, 

Pain and penance be the way 

To repair our parent's loss, 

Help us now to bear the cross: 

He who , fortified by prayer , 

Willingly Ihe cross doth bear, 

Will find , when dight in palmers trim , 2500 

That the cross will carry him. 

Few and numbered are the years 

OC man, in this sad vale of tears. 

Faith and Charily alone 

Sustain us, but when these be flown 

And Hope's fair promises forgot, 

Life is then a wretched lot I 

And all the purpling honied flowers, 

Gathered from young Maia's bowers. 

Seem but a funereal wreath, 25J 

Braided round the bones of death; 

Such as pensive vestals doom 

To fade upon a sisters tomb. 

Or votive mourners hang upon 

The urn^ when their last hopes are gone ! 

Therefore , shepherdess , repair 

To the cloister pale, and there 

The charter keep of chastity , 

And on this heavenly tenure try. 

With due subjection of thy will, 23 

To avert the sense of ill ^ 

That on the sinner's back is thrown. 

Who ventures in the world alone: 

Go, renounce its fickle pleasures, 

And lay up more solid treasures. 

Where moth and rust corrupt no more 

Nor thieves can steal your gather'd store* 

And pray to Her who shines today 

A Virgin Star of purest ray , 
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To light you up the arduous road S530 

That leads to Her own blest abode* 

The ninth and last Sage sings, etc. 

Urania bright and fair 

Under Heaven's dewy vault Vhy vespers singing 
And with moist fingers wringing 

The wet locks of thy neclard ripping hair 
From Hebe's clialice'd hands 

Scatter ambrosia on Earth's mortal bed , 
Then stoop thy slargirt head, 

To greet the newborn Pan his flocks among, 

And with some sacred song 2540 

Bring down immortal blessings on these lands. 
Ceres, give us now the bread 
Fit to be ambrosial made, 
And Pomona nurse the vine, 
That it bear the purest wine 
Fit to Nectar to be changed 5 
For when this shall be arranged. 
And man shall eat and drink thereof, 
He shall his mortal doom throw ojBF 
And, gaining immortality, 2350 

Shall dwell with all the Gods on high , 
Where each created thing shall be 
From every future peril free. 
And we shall see, as we are seen, 
Not as now on earth, I ween. 
Where every vision seems to pass 
lake shadows o'er a darkened glass , 
Or clouds that fly before the wind 
And scarcely leave a reek behind. 
And , Urania , if thy store 2360 

Of shining worlds and millions more 
Whose light hath never reach'd our globe, 

25. 
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Nor deck'd as yet Ihy azure robe, 

As dpatigles in the ethereal blue. 

Shall then be open'd to our view; 

Graiit me their various laws to know, 

And why Jove hath ordainM them so? 

From star to star then let ihe fly, 

Ahd learii the set;rets of the sky; 

Why clusteritig PIdads set our sails? 2570 

Why comets shake their firey tailst 

Why Jupiter by belts is bouiid, 

Or Sdtufn compassed all aroiind 

With a double ring of light? 

Why each revolving satellite 

In brightness differs from his brother. 

And why ho star is like another? 

Then let me take a wider span. 

And heaven's still higher t'egiohs scan, 

The bright galaty far above, 2380 

Where stars in strangers orbits move, 

And trace Creation's poWer divine. 

From hebulae that hardly shine. 

Through all the graduated it66ps 

Of clusters , cllistejihg slat's atid groiips , 

Till all their mechanisth I learn, 

And why they shijrte ahd hoW thi^y turn; 

And all their planets ttioliotiS solte,-^ 

Why some round solid suns rfeViftVfe, 

While other spheres, in (fndl^^s ^^dce, 2S90 

Round empty centres whirl apate? 

Why shining in Medusa's head 

Fam'd Algol changing light should i^ed? 

Why Stella Mira comes and goes , 

While bright Capella alw&ys glbwli? 

Then in the liapse Of endless yWars , 

Let me bring up the loilg arr^Ui^ 

Of closer science , and deScrJr 
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Each world's own natural history : 

And see w]ia( men or spirits bold » 2400 

In burqing 3uns^ or planets cold, 

Their destin'd posts, by Gpd osaigo'd. 

According to their grade of mind: 

And when I've r^ng'd the }ofty skies 

With the brisk haqdmaicl JSnterpri^te , 

Then let me seek some bower fit 

For Comtemplatjon , there to sit, 

And metapbysic questions try, 

If such a task be not top high , 

And ask if comets can, ^bove , 2410 

In parabolic orbits piove? 

Or whether , by some force disturbed) 

Such blazing stars can run uncurb'd 

Through endless space , and by a swerve 

Can make the hyperbolic carve? 

Nor woqld I deem it then amiss. 

Boldly to question Lachesis, 

Why evil hath so long delay'd 

The paradise that Jove had made 

And promis'd lo the wise and good , 2420 

Who the great tempter have withstood ? 

These joys , sweet Muse , if thou canst give 

Then with thee may I ever hve, 

And trace , in each phenomenon , 

The cause that it depends upon; 

Exploring all the truths that lie 

Within the range of Entity. 
fe. Methinks , Damoetus , that these wise men's odes 
\t more import than their mere words express, 
y seem to old traditions to relate 2430 

ich, early spread abroad in different climes, 
►ugh varied, are in purpose yet the same^ 
ring allusion to the golden age 
I its long promised return, on earth. 
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But hark, the Mother, nursing in her arms 

The Infant Pan, sings now her lullaby; 

List , shepherds , list ; for not so sweet a voice 

Was ever heard in country hall , or bower , 

From Syren's lips, or tongue of dying swan. 

It seems that she hath borrowed of each Muse S440 

The choisest tones; while by each Grace adorn'd, 

Wilh all that lovely is of woman's form , 

She sits here like a fair celestial queen 

Whom chance had thrown among these rustic hinds! 

Lulling with artless notes her child to sleep; 

Just as, from cage escap'd some beauteous bird 

In a wild hedgerow makes its wonted nest, 

And with new music charms th'astonish'd grove. 

So soon as she her ditty shall have done, 

I will approach and greet her with a song , 2450 

Such as befits her Saintly Majesty : 

For , barring her sweet harmony of parts 

Her port divine and modest attitude 

And her soft eyes , that seemingly regard , 

With maiden coyness yet with mother's care, 

The Infant who , upon her bosom laid , 

Plays with the langles of her drooping hair , 

Do move me much to give her serenade 

And keep the first wake at her rural shrine. 

The Virgin sings as She rocks (he Child on her Knees, 

As my God shall I adore thee 2460 

Now to poverty exil'd , 
Shall I humbly kneel before thee. 

Or embrace thee as my child? 
Shall I fragant incense proffer, 

Prostrate here in fervent prayer, 
Or my milk enraptuiM olTer, 

With the fondest Mother's care? 
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Thou, whose name, so sweet and holy, 

Fills with joy the angel train , 
Now art lying meek and lowly, 2470 

Doom'd to indigence and pain ! 
Poverty and want surround thee, 

Thou the son of the Most High , 
Horned oxen feed around thee, 

And beside thy pillow lie! 
Little Infant, frail and tender, 

Yet the King of Kings art thou. 
And before thy throne of splendour 

Countless trembling spirits bow ! 
Th' Heavens are with thee — yet, oh wonder 2480 

On my knees I rock thee now. 
Watching o'er thy peaceful slumber. 

As around the cold winds blow ! 
Hush ! my love ; for here no danger 

Can disturb thy tranquil sleep, 
O'er this rude and wretched manger 

Holy angels vigil keep! 
Fearest thou those sounds that sweetly 

Fill with harmony the skies? 
'Tis their joyous hymns that greet thee 2490 

King, though in thy mortal guise* 
Thus to them on high 'tis given 

To proclaim thy midnight birth, 
« Glory be to God in Heaven 

<( And to good men peace on earth * ;> 
Fearest thou the arms that press thee? 

They are but thy mother's dear, 
'Tis her lips that now caress thee 

And her voice that thou dost hear. 
Art thou cold? Ah yes a stable 2500 

Is alas thy only bed, 
And my arms the softest cradle , 

Where to lay thy sacred head ! 
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Eya*i fallen eone impel thee 

To accept this lot fi[>rIorn, 
And thy tears now sadly tell me , 

That to suffer thou art born I 
Heavenly Babe, shall I adore thee, 

Now to poverty exiled , 
Shall I humbly kneel before thee , 2510 

Or embrace thee a$ my child? 

Jilenalcas, approaching, serenades the Firgin. 

Sweet sphereborn daughter of the heavealy chime, 

Say now, why wilt thou dwell 
In grassy bower , and pass thy time 
Companion to the lily of the dale, 

Thou rival of the nightingale. 
Who in Jove'u Orchestra thy tale shouldst tell? 
Leave this lone grot and shepherds bide among 

And bless us with thy charming song ! 

The Holy Firgin replies. 

Shepherd , thou has ill bestow'd on me 2520 

That praise which doth to God alon« belong ; 

For as the Moon her fainter light reflects 

Only when she her face to Phoebns turns; 

So I , when humbly for Pan's flock , I pray , 

Can only give the borrowed grace of Heaven. 

He who is come to day to dw«ll with us 

And be the Master Shepherd of your folds 

Will all things give for (aithCul pastors meeit , 

And present be , until the end of time , 

E'en wrhen his visible form aloft be rais'd 25S0 

Transfigur'd to his own celestial shape. 

But like Him ye must bear your cross on eai^h ^ 

Leading a hard and perilous pJIgnoEis life. 
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&jid quit Taia Pleasure's soft voluptuous bovrers : 
Then , should your frail hearts want th6 aid of prayers, 
[ shall be ready succour to afford 
A.nd plead meek Virtue's cause in Heaven's high Court* 
Men. Hail therefore ^ Gracious Mother of our Lord : 
Each herdsman of the undivided fold 
Shall on his crook thy graven image beat^ 2540 

As a memento of our need of thee. 
And , from henceforth , no temple , fane , or tower , 
No turret high , nor lowly vestal's cell , 
No chimney nook , nor humble shepherds cot 
Nor fountain , stream nor sacred oratory 
Where Faith dolh keep her wake , or where fond Hope, 
With Charity , upliftd her eyes to IleaY^n , 
Shall be without thy sacred effigy ! 
May then Jove be J)ropitiou8 , and thy Son 
The universal Pan his mercy show ; 2650 

And that most Holy Spirit from abote 
Who reigns la Trinal Unity with both 
Shed on his flock th'iluminating ray. 
But thou sweet Queen of Heayen, pray for us; 
Mother of God and of all Grace Divine > 
Mother most piire , most chaste ♦ most undefil*d , 
Mother unbleniish'd , lovely * admirable , 
Virgin most prudent and most veiierable ! 
Virgin most clement , faithful , powerful ! 
Mirror of Jusli(5e, Wisdom's sainted Seat! 2560 

Cause of our joy who at thy shrine do bebdt 
Spiritual Vessel of devotion full; 
Mystical Rose gather'd from Sharon's bower , 
Fortress of David , Tower of Ivory ( 
Ark of the Covenant , and House of Gold t 
Blest Gale of Heaven , and brightest Morning Star, 
the sick mail's Health » the sinner's Refuge sure , 
The pilgrims Aid ^ the wounded sinner's Balm ! 
O Queen of Angels , and the Patriarchs ! 
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Queen of Apostles, and of Propbets old , !570 

Queen of all martyrs vrho their blood do shed , 
And Queen of Virgins and all hallowed Saints , 
Who like the rays of light around thy head , 
Weave for thy Majesty a diamond crown , — 
Pray for us now, that we may duly learn 
To trace our Master's track and lead our flocks 
To pastures pure where holy waters flow. 

Pyrrho interrupts the pious Shepherd and proposed to return, 

Pyrrho. Philostralus , I move that we return 
To our own homes, for these mysterious songs 
And tongues prophetic bafile human sense , 2580 

And, like a beckoning ghost , excite strange thoughts, 
But leave familiar doubts still unresolved , 
Let us go home to our own Household Gods 
No longer now bleak Winter's icy brow 
Frowns o'er the plain; the ways are passable 
And every wild wood, and each flowery brae, 
Where we are wont to rove, now breathes the spring, 
Beset with daisies and sweet violets, 
And every bloom that glads the students eyes , 
Who from his task sweet recreation seeks* S!690 

Fain would I now be sitting by the side 
Of the clear fountain circled by gay flowers 
That holds the centre of my garden fair : 
Bright Phoebus now his earlier axle guides 
In the ethereal blue , with Maia's train ; 
From every blosom'd bush the cuckoo sings 
And the rathe skylark chaunts his matin hymn* 
Now every tree , clad in the liveliest green , 
Its various buds and bosoms doth display. 
There , when tir'd Leisure from his mormug walk 2600 
Beside the blooming hedge , through alleys green 
With hawthorn and the wild rose gaily dress'd. 
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3r o*er the downs , through Ihe sheeps winding train , 
Simieward returns , the deep and darkening gro¥e 
Affords him pleasant shade ; there aeated he 
3n the rude bench , now listens to Ihe thrush , 
Or blackbird whistling from the laurel hedge 
Or twitterj.ng marUet^ or loud squeaking swift , 
That round the towers of his mansion fly- 
In endless circles , while the humming bees, &6iO 
In the trim flowery garden , work all day , 
And mix their murjsqiurs wilh the babting brook. 
Then comes the rural savory dinner , set 
X)n a neat beechen table , in maple dish , 
Which Thestyiis wilh her dean hands prepares, 
And Hunger , best of cooks , knows how to season ; 
And then at eve the upland lawns invite 
The swain to play upun his rustic pipe. 
To village maidens knit in circling dance* 
It may be well to cant theology , ^SCSO 
When hoary winter shuts us up in snows , 
But when first Nature wanlons with the Sun 
And every wild bird pipes his note of love , 
•Twere churlish to remain a student tir'd 
Of questions too abstruse for human ken« 

PhiL Pyrrho, the satisfaclion thou hast sought, 
To thy hard questions , is attainable 
To him alone who puts his reason down 
And , with pure Faith beside him , lends his ears 
To sage Tradition's voice : he then receives 2630 

From genuine sources all important truths ; 
But barring this , no other mode I know 
Whereby to satisfy the curious mind. 
Were then a miracle expressly wrought 
To prove the truth of things to reason strange, 
You scarcely would believe it , without proof 
From logic , but would straitway set it down 
For some delusion of fallacious sense* 

26. 
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As for returning to your rural bowers , 

I feel no consolation in this thought. 2640 

What are the young leaves and the budding blooms, 

But ensigns of decay, heralds of death? 

Trees that in Spring so bright and green appear , 

Fanning their leaves to the light Zephyr's breath , 

E'er yellow Autumn hath bound up the sheaves, 

Will wear their russet wardrobe , and decay* 

I seek not vanity, and hold that truth 

Lies nol upon the surface of the earth 

But deeper hides in some profound recess 

Of th'inward man ! But hark what sound is that 2660 

Which strikes my ear , louder than cymbals clang 

And sweeter far, though deeper than the ring 

Which hollow vessels made of metal give* 

Pyrrho. I know not , less it be the distant ting 
Of some large wethers bell, — hark 'tis too loud, 
Some new invention sure, to which the sage 
Alluded in his strange song to his Muse. 

The mmnd ofu large Church Bell is heard at a distance** 

Pyrrho. My questions have, as yet, no answer (bund i 
Why Jove, who is AUwise and Powerful 
Doth not, at one fell swoop, slay Lucifer 2660 

VfWh all his cursed host, and put an end 
To all the ills that compass us around? 
Why threaten punishment, freewill denied? 
For were I free to choose, my will were baul'k! 
That man proposes, while some unseen force 
Disposes of his fruitless purposes. 
And frustrates mortals in their high laid schemes , 



* Hie story of Uie Bell was intended to follow the poenM : bat aflcr' 
werdt neglected. 
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Each day's experience doth testify; 

knd till I can these perplex'd doubts resolye], 

[ think it best to quit philosophy , 2670 

A.nd make the most of life's uncertain day. 

PhiL O that kind Heaven -would clear itself of clouds 
A.nd deign t'instruct us in these mysteries ! 
Come sage Damo&tas, join us in this quest. 
And let us, with one voice, invoke tbe skies 
To send down some angelic oracle, 
To be our guide o'er time's unfathomed sea* 
He who could speech confer on Balaam's ass, 
And tie the clamorous tongues of Cerberus, 
Or on the wall prophetic warnings trace , 2680 

Will surely listen to our threefold praye;*. 
And send a guardian angel to our aid; 
And we will be all eyes , all ears all touch , 
All sence subdued, till Jove his will reveal* 

The Shepherd and two Philosophers sing 

Blest spirit who, aloft unseen, 

The living world dost move , 
And far above the spangled sbeen. 
Where nought of Earth's sinblemis'd mould hath been , 
Dwellest with Jove! 
List now, and mortals save 2690 

From ^doubt and from tbe grave* 

From thy bright Empyreal Slate 
Descend in mortal weed. 
And teach us how to estimate 
The keys that open Heaven or Hell's hard gale; 
For we have need 
That thou should'st show a sign, 
Of God's just law divine. 
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^strea descends in the visible ferm df Betributivn Jusfid^^ hahitei 
as a female with icings, a ad^tge mid golden balance; und 
speaks, as follows, the 

EPILOGUE. 

From realms above the starry sky 

Where Jove erects his CouiM)tt Seat od bigh , 2700 
Beyond the ethereal blue, 
In this my visiUe from tif Jtlsiiee dreas'd, 
Shepherds now, at your req:uest^ 

It come to answer you, 
At Heaven's command, and be the guide. 
Of reason through life's desert wide ! 
If ye would immortal be ^ 
Mark my laws and follow me. 
And first of all ye must discard 
Every doubt , and question hard , 2710 

That human knowledge closer brings 
To the first origin of things , 
Than is allow'd by sovereign Jove , 
Who reigns all mortal sense above^ 
It was the pristine sin of man 
When first this living world began ; 
Who with such questions fain Wbuld grapple 
And gather'd the forbidden apple ; 
But I the fault did quick resent , 
And sent him death for punishment: 2720 

Therefore , no more your reason strain , 
To ken the origin of pain , 
Much less the hard knot to untie, 
Of freewill and necessity. 
Your Master Shepherd now is come^ 
To give His wandering flocks a home ; 
And if you doubt His Word Divine , 
And fear his yoke , then put on mine , 
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When sufferM retribution 

Will make you sore repent anon. 2730 

For in my obvious course doth lie 

The proof of his Ubiquity, 

And f in these golden scales , the measure , 

Both of the pain and of the pleasure , 

Which I according to due merit , 

Deal out to each deserving spirit ; 

Then -watch my course and follow me, 

And you such proofs of God shall see , 

As never were in legend told, 

Nor ever prophet did unfold , 2740 

Nor e'er tradition handed down 

To councils of the most renown. 

When the oppressor rich in crime , 

Seems to flourish for a time;] 

Mark the nature of the stroke, 

W^hich from Erynnis I invoke, 

And see it fall, or soon , or late , 

Just to each sin commensurate , 

Upon the guilty culprit's head; 

Or , if you choose to take instead , 2750 

Example from the good and wise , 

Behold the joy that fills their eyes, 

E'en when their martyr'd limbs are burn'd , 

Or round the toi luring wheel are turn'd, 

Ko miser hath my law withstood; 

Illgotten wealth bodes no man good; 

And scourging Justice always meets. 

Sooner or later , him who cheats* 

He who maltreats an animal , 

Even in this world shortly shall 2760 

By some other beast be slain , 

Or made to suffer cruel pain* 

Thus the sportsman bursts his gun, 

The driver oft is overrun , 
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The reckless huntsman breaks his neck , 

The fisher lost in watery creek : 

And you will find that those endure, 

Pains , if less obvious , not less sure , 

Who any creatures do oppress , 

Or e'en repulse their fond caress* S770 

He y who is false , is not beliey'd , 

And the deceiver is deceiy'd ; 

But note how Heaven doth encrust. 

With coat of mail , the good and just , 

He who respects his parent's ways, 

On earth doth lengthen out his days ; 

And those are fortunate alone, 

Who, all their lives, have mercy shown* 

But Jove his justice oft delays , 

And his dire retribution stays, 2780 

To give the sinner time to turn 

To Virtue's path, and error spurn; 

But should he obdurate appear, 

Unwarn'd by Purgatory here, 

In t'other world he's sure to find , 

Pain suited to his state of mind, 

E'en here no crimes unpunish'd go; 

He must receive wLo deals the blow; 

And be that meditates mischance , 

To his own neighbour, falls askance, 2790 

And, when he hath contrived his snare. 

Shall oft be found entangled there ! 

There is a rule above that law , 

From which the outward world doth draw 

Its nature ; and this rule is sure , 

Through endless ages, to endure — 

This is my charge, by Jove assign'd, 

I am His moral law of mind: 

In my just dealings, then, descry, 

Heaven's own eternal harmony : 2800 
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And if from -woe you "would be free, 

Mortals, you must follow me! 

Follow ; — but with patience due , — 

And I "will teach ye to renew 

The lease of life , on tenure sure , 

That shall for evermore endure, 

In those exalted regions, where 

The blest inhale Empyrean air. 

Pure as the first creative breath, 

That exemption gives from death. 2810 

There Psyche, new in peerless grace , 

Wrap'd in th' eternal fond embrace 

Of her dear Cupid , now reposes 

In bowers of jessamine and roses: 

There on beds of violet sweet , 

Fair Yenus doth Adonis meet; 

There, shaded by Hesperian boughs, 

Adam and Eve renew their vows 

To God , and bind each rebel sense 

In bonds of first obedience , 2820 

Right grateful that , their penance o'er , 

Their sons shall sin and die no more. 

There Hector is rejoic'd to see, 

Once more his sweet Andromache, 

Nor is Hermione the. less 

Gladden'd Orestes to caress. 

There the wanderer Ulysses 

Bathes his Penelope in kisses , 

While by them honest Argus stands , 

Licking bis long lovM master's hands; 2830 

And the great Alexander thus , 

Greets his farfam'd Bucephalus. 

Each parent dear from earth remov'd , 

The faithful dog, the wife belov'd, 

Each brother, sister, and the train 

Of cherish'd friends , there , meet again , 
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With God for ever to abide, 

Gloath'd in a body glorified ! 

There the sweet Celestial Queen | 

Circled round about, is seen, 2840 

By her chosen Virgin Choir, 

Each in gradation mounting higher, 

In due proportion, just as she 

Hath prov'd Ler strength of chastity; 

To these She gives her pures:l kiss , 

And drenches , in celestial bliss , 

Such maids as wear the triple crown , 

And tread the ihreetongu'd adder down ! 

Therefore the heavenly succour seek 

Of that sincovering Virtue meek^ 2850 

Blest Charity , that long survives 

Her sisters , and for ever lives^ 

But see now Titan's parting lights 

Glows on Judaea's balmy night, 

As now be shoots his upward beams, 

Aslant in golden radicnt streams, 

Through clouds in colours richly dressed , 

Such as I whylome glady press'd , 

When cushion'd on their purple bed , 

To my ethereal throne I fled» 2860 

Hark , from the sable Eastern pole , 

What measur'd peals of thunder roll , 

Proclaiming that to me is given , 

Jove's summons to return to Heaven^ 

And quit the brood of Earth .that must , 

Quickly turn again to dqsU 

But anon before I fly , 

To my seat above the sky. 

My oflEice is, to xatify 

The Charter of Eternity , 2870 

And from the partycolour'd bow 

Of Iris , I , to all below , 
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Proclaim tbe penitent's release , 
And pledge afford of endless peace: 
So now I quickly bid adieu , 
To this nether -world and you , 
And if you will immortal be, 
Mortals, you must follow me, 



BHD OF THB PAiTORAX. 



EMMA , ON BECOMING A NUN . 



Adieu fond world , ye follies all adieu , 
Ye pains and cares that once did vex me sore, 

I hasten to that calm retreat where you, 

With your vain joys, shall tempt my heart no more. 

That sacred altar ^ where I oft have knelt. 
These holy walls, which I so long did love. 

Now shelter me, nor I till now have felt 
My passage sure to heavenly scenes above. 

That lamp so pale, that sweetly measured clock, 
The saintly voice of nuns that round me sing , 

Are sweeter far to me than all the stock 

Of vain delights the wicked world doth bring. 

And when I look at evening from my cell, 
And view how solemn is the scene around, 

I joy lo think that now my heart , as well , 

The bliss it sought so long , at length has found. 

27. 
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MISCELLANEONS HYMNS ODES AND 

FRAGMENTS , 

TO THE BLESSED YI&GIir. 

how quickly , how fleeting , 

Dolh each flowery season pass. 
Time is always mortals cheating, 

Swiftly runs life's hourglas; 
That wliich whylome seem'd the morning , 

Present time, we bow call night, 
Soon another day'll be dawning, 

Soon will set another light. 
how quickly, O bow fleeting, 

Kecreant Spring has pass'd away , 
Daffodillies , Snowdrops , Lilies 

And sweet Violets, all decay : 
That which whilome seem'd the springtime, 

Budding hedges, hawthorn bloom. 
All are gone; and who can bring time 

Back, dispelling wintery gloom* 
O how quickly, O how fleeting^ 

Glowing Summer ToWd along. 
Lilies, Posies, Pinks and Roses; 

P^ightless dajs and milkmaid's song« 
That which once was frolic haytime, 

Now is winter's morning drear , 
What was whylome Nature's daytime.. 

Seems the erening of the year. 
O how quickly , how fleeting, 

Autum's golden fruits are fled. 
Scarce they're tasted but they're wasted. 

And the boughs that bore them dead. 
What just now was harvest feasting 

When the Horn of Plenty blew, 
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Vintage mirth, and merry jesting , 

Geas'd when Brumal whirlwinds blew* 
O how quickly, how fleeting. 

Will dark Winter's reign be o'er j 
Other springs , our senses cheating , 

Soon will bloom to bloom no more. 
What now is is always waning, 

Flying Time will no more fly, 
But th' eternal self remaining , 

Seek its mansion in the sky* 
Ah while each successive season 

Steals some friend, till all are gone. 
Time is spining , we are sining , 

Life's pale lamp is burning on. 
Cares oppressing, fools caressing, 

Toiling till our span be spun; 
Hope we find the only blessing 

Waiting the eternal Sun. 
Hail then, Lady Star of Heaven, 

Hear Ihy pilgrim's votive prayer , 
Balm of woes whom God has given 

To the mourner in despair ; 
That which once was giddy Pleasure's, 

Passing lime , shall now be thine ; 
Thee I'll praise in deftest measures , 

Virgin, now thine ear incline. 
For since cl:)angeable and fleeting 

Are all worldly pleasures here. 
Spring and Summer always cheating, 

Autumn waning , Winter near. 
Brightest Star , for ever shining , 

Round whose feel sweet Angels sing. 
Help my soul , to God inclining , 

To obtain the eternal Spring. 
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ON MY BIRTHDAY FORTY EIGHTH. 



O sear old Time thou unseen thief of life, 

Who now hath stole my eight and fortyeth year 
My days already are with sorrow rife, 

My youthful hours laid on their funeral bier. 
On thy right hand old crutched Age crawls on, 

And on thy left sits hoary wrinkled Care: 
But sweet young Hope halh plac'd her feet upon 

Thy groveling dust; and, while she breaths the air 
Of Heaven , with Faith and sister Charily , 

Points to thy grave in yonder vaulted sky. 
For what art thou and what thy brother Space 

But elements of our poor mortal clay? 
Born in my brain; when I have run my race. 

Ye who but live in me shall waste away! 
Ye are twin swinsers in this nether field 

One to prolong , the other to expand , 
My landmark and my clock ; but both must yield , 

To the destroying angels flaming wand. 

When in the shortliv'd twinkling of an eye 

Death shall be swallow'd up in victory. 
If thy robe studded be with stories old, 

Thy brother's cloak is spangled o*er with stars, 
One hiding Memory's lantern in the mould : 

Fancies wide range the other strangely bars. 
Still do I feel that I am nought the less. 

Because my frail sence cannot grapple Space* 
Nor, Time, by reason of thy antientness. 

Cast thou my soul enthiall, in that blest place. 
From whence we sprung and whither we shall go , 

When in thy fullness God ordain it so. 



Written anno I80O, at Schaerbeek. 
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In thee did Eve the tempting apple give; 

In thee did Jove the "wrathful vial pour. 
Eden to thee was lost; and all who live 

Now gladly lose thee when their work be o'er. 

In thee the subtil adder fill'd his tongue 

With the sweet poison of a courteous word 
But she who crush'd his head and sinucy thong 

Shall break thy teeth and sheath thy rusty sword ; 
And when my span be spun, my life be sped, 

I shall then live to know that thou art dead. 
Thine is the moss upon the abbey tower; 

Thine is the rust on the cathedral bell ; 
Thine is the moth brought forth but to devour 

That which for thy old tooth mought do as well , 
Thme is corruption , thine the dead , the slain ; 

But if to atoms thou shouldst all reduce , 
And bring chaotic darkness back again; 

There is a Power Creative which let loose 
From Chaos self thy damn'd domain shall sever, 
And grant to all the right to life ever. 

ESCULAPIAN DOGGERELL. 

OR MT KULE OF HEALTH. 

Although early to bed and early to rise, 

Is the way to be healthy and wealthy and wise, 

I must further enlarge on this maxim of wealth 

To become the protector of wisdom end health 

You cannot do belter than follow my rule, 

For I am a disciple of Bartlcmy school 

Now as waters 's Ihe fashion observe , that I splash 

It all over my body each morning at wash. 

And -whether Dan sol is in Pisces or Cancer, 

I never neglect it, for this I can answer. 

Well I rise wilh the sun in the freshness of morn 
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Walk down the dark dale and bound over the kvm, 
Or through the thick woods in deep solitude go, 
Or across the green meadow where sweet flowers blow 
Tq view the wild scenes of dear Nature so full 
Accompanied always by Poski or Bull , 
Who run farther than I do because they rua faster 
And hunt and yet healthy as well as their master. 
How oft in this manner with Shargs haye I walk'd 
And meeting some friend have agreably talk'd 
Francinetli to wit, whose old poodle grown grey? 
Moustache, was once wont like young Anker toplaj. 
But now they are dead and their skulls in a pan 
Iity here cheek by jowl, a memento to man. 
Time was when my poodle as gay as a dove 
With his patron through Europe entire did rove, 
Scand*d the mountain's steeps sides, swam the river or lake 
Or hunted about for a bit of my cake, 
Thus we visited London and Naples and Rome , 
And Paris and all ; but there's no place like home. 
Here snug on my bed he was tranquilly laid 
Whom no sad remembrance of sin, could upbraid. 
But now to return to my story of health , 
I must have no wee bits, nor sly eating by stealth, 
Walk empty, and home to your breakfast return. 
Come on with the kettle; dont let the toast burnt 
Bread and butter or biscuit , with coffee or %9^ 
Are all that ought now on the table to be; 
These I freely do eat; but I rise as if inore. 
Were not Prudence my maxim , I fein would devour. 
After breakfast an hour is well flung away 
With a newspaper, pipe, or bill of the play^ 
Then repair to our studies till noon or till tvvD , 
And then I am ready to visit with you; 
Or work in my garden, as did my Papa, 
In hopes to outlive either Jenkins or Parr* 
At five when the dinner bell rings I come in 
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My head always clear , 'when my stomach is thin , 

And take aspare meal that Pomona provides 

For luxury honest Hygeia derides : 

Well knowing her votaries always are blest 

Not by what they have eaten , but what they digest. 

No Teatotaller I after dinner, a while, 

With pipe, bowl and companions my hours beguile; 

In our catches and glees we are wassailers too, 

We sing;, so did Homer, we drink, so may you, 

Till ejgbtof the clock, when Miss Poll in flounce 

Gomes into the parlour the tea to announce 

Which sweeping our brains from the fumes dT Falernum, 

We court the fair maids, if we now can discern' em. 

Then the sweet strains of music from fiddle or lute , 

Harp , lyre , or dulcimer , bagpipe and flute , 

Or. the dully piano now fill up our time. 

Till starting to hear the eleven o'clock ohime, 

We shut up our instruments , hasten to bed , 

And. <>n t|ie soft pillow now bolster the head. 

And dreasd of such symphonies, banishing sorrow, 

As await ds on Earth or in Heaven tomorrow. (*) 



tfM^te 



(*) ^oique -ee ne loit qu'une petite piece de po^iie, cependant let 
lM6irnii0« de tcsnH qa*eUe contient, gont des plus utiles. Toos les grands 
wMeeiBt de Ltmdres, et sortout n. Abernethy, prescriTent les regies de 
•antd suivantet, auxquelles on attribue la grande fratcbeur de figure des 
Anglaii^ -et qu^on remarqae raremenl dans des pays oik cos mazimes sout 
itteennnes t 

Rbc. 1. CFbaqne matin, en "vous levant , soit en hiver ou en ^t^, prenei 
fine Sponge et latezwToos avec de Teau, de la tSte aux piods. 

9. Failea tine promenade avant dejeuner. Qu'il fasse mauTais ou bean 
ientps, il ne faut jamais irdgliger cette babitude. 

IS. Ne -JnTenex que deux re^ias par jour, dijeuner et diner. Restei ime 
beure tranquille apres ddjeuner et deux beures apr^s diner : la digestion 
ve 'gsite piir temouTement. Une tasse de cM et une pipe de tabac apr^ 
diber , est bon , et aprds PAge de ^0 ans , nne beure de sommeil. 

4. 11 ne frat jflmais manger beaucoup de viande ; le pain et les Tegitiux 
en g^n^ral sont le regime natorel k Tbomme. 
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EPITAPfllUM. 

How great, Low envied, now avails thee not! 
To whom related or by whom begot. 
A heap of dust is what remains of thee: 

Such thou art now and such the pruud will be ? " 

The author being asked for a traduction of the above, wrote 

ai follows : 

Quid prodest quantum carus magnusve fuisses 

Gui cognatus eras, quis fuit ipse pater? 
Nil tibi nunc restat cinerum nisi vilis acervus, 

Tale jaces equidem, tale superbus erit ! 
Mens cujusque tamen , mortali carpore solo! — 
Quisque est, Elysios et petit ipse hsmtm farm. 



5. £vitez toute cause d^irritation et surtout de la crainte ^ qai ett caj^ble 
d'exciter la mdme maladie qu^oa craint. L^hydrophobie, par exempleftft 
une maladie tellement rare, que dans cent cas pr^tendus de la rage canine, 
il n^y a souvent pas un qui soit ireritablement un cas d^ydrophobie. Ce- 
pendant, des personnes qui ont la crainte de cette maladie et qai oat 
4i6 mordus en mdme temps par un animal quelconque, attrapent na 
ddsordre k la gorge , qui lut ressemble beacoup en coniequencet. On lit 
dans un ^crit sur Ics chiens, par un ancien zoologue , la note saiiante • 
)1 n'y a presque pas da cas de veritable bydropbobie; mais lei feoillei 
p^riodiques excitent une crainte morbide de cette maladie, en reciUnt 
mille contes roensongers 6ur les cbiens et lea cas de rage. » La police do 
Londres defend , sous grande amende , de poursuivre les chient dans It 
rue, et depuis que ce r^glement est en yigeufyon ne rencontre presqae 
pas de cbien enrag^. 

Combien de fois ne Toyons nous pas un pauyre chien ^gar^, pers^t^ 
dans les rues et pris pour un cbien enragd! Le pauTre animal obercha 
son maitre, avec un air malade, parce que son &me est mal k Paiseyet 
cette inquietude est prise pour Peffet de la rage , maladie qui heurease* 
ment ei>t si rare, que dans une centaine de cas pr^f us , il n'y tn a 
probablement pas un de veritable bydropbobie ! On apprendra avec plaiir 
qn'k Londres on a dej& dtabli une soci^td pour prot^ger lea b^tea oontrt 
la cruautd de Phomme. 

Hotpice pour les animaux dgia maladet. — II est connu qae dana lei Indes 
orientates on a depuis longtemps oonstruit des hospioea pour lea animaox 
ag^i ou malades : il en faut dans PEurope cbrdtienne, selon lot VUM da 
cardinal Dellarmini. 
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POEMATA LATINA ET GRiECA. 



DBDICATIO LIBBLLI QUEH MITTIT AD AMIGUM IIC AKGUA. 



Musa, peregrinas quae prompta Tolare per auras, 

Non mea despicias rara paterna, fave* 
Magna Britanorum tibi quaerere littora fas est; 

Angiica turn celcri curie per arya pede* 
Atque ubi venisti quo, multo operata labore, 

Grescit in omniferos Tbamesis unda sinus ; 
Expete firondosam, non longo tramite, villam 

Fioribus obsessam quos mea terra ferat: 
Hie Tarias ToWens herbas perdoctus amator 

Plantarum species efficit arte novas : 
Dulcis et iste labor! Sed quantas ruris opaci 

Delicias homini praebet arnica quies! 
O utinam liceat, comsumpto tempore nobis 

Exilii, solito membra levare toro; 
Dum vetus ad dextram recubans canis ossa relinquit, 

Et nimis ingratam lambit, ut ante, manum, 
Nee levis est patrios mihi cura reviscere fines, 

Quum lassum veteris me Laris urget amor! 
Yer venit egelidum; tu scis, Pamassia Daphne, 

Explicitos crines pandere, Phoebus adest. 
Pierides viridi mea cingile tempora myrto , 

Et frontem immodico sparge Falerne mero. 
Nam rediviva quatit mea peclora laeta Juventas, 

Et furor ingenii me sacer intus agit. 

Yeris io redire vices, dum campus et aer 

Me faciunt patrid nolle carere med. 

28. 
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Jamdudum solitum vocalis turtur ad ulmum, 

Et redit in larices rauca columba suas. 
Ore malo Tolitans nauseas deprftndit hirundo 

Atque ita viTenti pascitur iila cibo: 
Cumque lacus circum volitat vel florida prata , 

Illius ambages quis niimerare velit ? 
Cypselus in vacuo rapidis volat aethere pennis. 

Nee eeleras aquilas accipitremve timet. 
Bacche, veni, laus magna tibi tribuelur, et evoe, 

Ebrius in magicum provebar ipse nemus. 
Pactolus nobis fluitet, Fortunaque eornu 

Fundat Amalthaeo sommia, yina, dapes! 
Adsis, alma Venus, nee, eum sis pulebra, recusal 

Inter Hamadryadas ducere nuda chorum. 
Ante meos oculos , in somnis , dalcis oberrat 

Et petit amplexus, ut solet, Emma meos: 
Et, varias agitans Musas, gaudere videtur 

Officium fieri tarn leve, vocis ope. 
Dum sua muscod vestigia ponit in herbA, 

Et fugieus rumpit somnia grata mihi. 
quam dulce sonant interum quae carmina nobis 

Personuit eithard doeta puella sud! 
Quum subit arvorum tbalamique fidelis imago, 

£t species vanae dulcis amicitiae; 
Gutta per immeritos furtim jam manat ocellos, 

Et tremulo videas eorda salire souo. 
Cum fingam me iterum nigros percurrere lucos, 

Ludere ubi solitus cum puer ipse fui; 
Dum rediens noti cantabat in arbore turdus, 

Et vernum in sylvis sparsit amore sonum : 
Quumque hortum repeto quo Floram et serta reliquiy 

Quassat ubi tremulas populus alba comas; 
Quum spelunca patris Zepbyris agitata recurrit^ 

In laerymas pietas solvitur ipsa meas. 
Omnis amicus ibi est, venerandaque turba virorum; 
Me solum h patrid terra remota tenet. 



( 227 ) 

Spes mihi, Pandorae bona nuncia, sola remaniit, 

Clausa sed in fundo pyxidis ilia latet. 
Ki misero vetitos si Sors mihi dura Penates, 

Et negat optatum dulce redire Larem , 
Vade liber, tamen, atque tibi Neptunus eunti 

Del, precor, baud dubiam per vada caeca viam : 
Hippotades leviter ventorum flamina verset, 

£t plena in patriam lintea ferte ratem. 
Sed mihi Castalios venit bora recludere fontes; 

Ora Britannorum jam pete , tempus babes. 
Inter amicorum libros doctoque recessu, 

Inyenies tutum, care libelle, locum. 
Et memor Oceanum Nymphae quaa minxit in altum ^ 

Addas te immenso, paryula gutta, mari* 



BE PUELLA NOMiriE FOOT SALTARTE. 



Qualis purpureis mille coloribus 

Indutus vacuo jugere nascitur 

Flos quern nulla manus rustica, nescient 

Quanti sit pretii, capit: 
Donee quis juvenis doctior advenit , 
Qui tandem lepidis captis odoribus , 
Ne solis nemorum saltibus emicat, 

Gaudens acciepiet sibi. 
Talis flore rosae Cynthia suavior 
Inter molliculas docta puellulas 
Saltare, at decoris nescia roscidi, 

Pulchro preeniteat choro! 
Kec frustra, teneris actus ab ignibus, 
Incomptis faciam carmina versibus , 
Sed Nymphae placeam quae mihi vulntra 

Alternis pedibus dedit. 
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TVBUS HERSCHEUI. 



Thii ii a flr9§ tranaUOfon of HersehePs Tele§eop0 Song. St$ 

!• td$t. of Phil. Motarum. 



Hie pater et mater juvenes nataeque sedemua 

In telescopii , nocte micante , tubo ! 
Hie laecta insolitos faciamus voce sonpres ; 

Dum noTus annus adest , et yetus inde fiigit ? 

Horrida lustra decern ridebat flamina coeli; 

Tempestas formam rumpere nulla potest, 
Ast ubi stelliferum porrexit in ardua truncum 

Procumbit gelido macbina grandis humo. 

Quot telescopio fulserunt sidera noctu, 
Astraque mortali non numeranda manu , 

Inque cavo longo quol sunt miracula Tisa! 
QusQ solum omnipotens conspicit ipse Deus. 

Hie mihi per noclem pater observare solebat 
Ante hominem facli lumina multa poli, 

Dum illic perpetuis coelo revolubile gyris, 
Mulcebal vultum quisque planeta suum. 

Omnia Tempus edax mordaci dente yorabit; 

En sub Fortunes calcibus omne perit! 
Et quamvis iacile inveniet non dentibus ipsis , 

Sera Gigantaeum pulveret Hora tubum. 

In yano hoc faciei, nam (acta notata per ilium, 
Dum yivit Cybele , vera videnta manent : 

Jam novus annus adest vetus aura atque annus abibit. 
Di mittant pluviae, sole tepente, minus. 

Tempore yenturo Fors protegat omnia yobis, 
Eque tubo intactas fundat uterque preces, 
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Dt placeat Divis multos revoluta per annos 
Gens telescopico quae canet orta choro. 

Ghoaus. 
Lcetus to jam quigque canet ^ dum comminus Echo 
Mimica per vetereni concinet acta tubum ! 

Tumbridge Wellf , Feb. 25th, 1842. 

D£ STELLIS PRIJIIAE MAGNITUDIlllS. 



Albd luce in atro praefulget Sirius auslro , 
Procyon in ciaro torreutis sideris Euro; 
Betalgeus humeri, Rigel pedis Orionis, 
Haec rubet , ilia tibi , jam Candida lumina fundit. 
Aidebaran Hyadas ornat, lucetque Gapeilae 
Stella polo; Arcturus dum flectit in acquora cursum , 
Lyraque , coeruleo jam lumine , vertice coeli , 
Messorum in rutilos segetum nunc evocat agros; 
Non ego praeteream Markab, nee Menkar; at ilU 
Quae mutat species et nomine Mira vocatur 
Carmine dicetur merito, mirabile signum. 
Antares rutilum ad austrum rubescit, et illi 
Mutatie facies commulant lumina nigro ; 
£t subit6 rapidis fulgetque coloribus impar. 
Auferit Cor Hydrae, Regulus, et Cauda Leonid; 
Ast infra Fomalhout lucet, Canopis, Ac&nar. 

EPI6R1MMA DE STSTEMATE SOLARI. 



Sol centro inhaerens septem sua corpora librat; 

Proxima Mercurius jam loca parva tenet. 
Turn Venus , et Tellus quae librat pondera Lunae ; 

Mars sequitur rutilo qui micat igne polo» 
Jupiter et quatuor jam sustinet aelhere lunas; 

Septem Saturno, circulus estque micans. 
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Uranus, in liquido quae longi in caerula gyrat, 
Sex habet; huic parco frigida terra foco. 

Neve planelarum haec nomina praetereantur , 
Pallas , et JCino , Yetaque , flava Ceres. 

MARIA ET TISIO COCHLIAE. 

A translation in latin , tide supra ^ p. lOA. 



Parvula mortalis! dum hanc calcabat eundo^ 

Vocitat infaustd pulchra Maria yid , 
Quod nimium ssevis Tolusti stulta cothurnis 

Ludere, sub pedibus nunc morilura jaces ! 
Sic Tolui fragilem subito tibi tundere concbam 

Frangereque in gressu coruua longa meo* 
Quale cadit nuper, sub pondere pressa puellee, 

Quae Yoluit pedibus ludere mortireris; 
Tale superbus homo: Fortunam dum colat, ebeui 

Patronse occisus calcibus ipse cadit! 
Denuo turpe tamen sibi crimen in ore fatetur 

Purpureo, vultum tincta puella suum. 
Jamque domum praeceps , peccato agitante, redibat, 

£t posuit solito corpora fessa toro. 
Sed turbata quies teneros vix occupat artus, 

Cum terrent animum somnia foeda suum : 
Surgere visa Fuit nunc horrida cochlea noctu: 

Sermonemque dedit, cornua longa ferens. 
Sunt tibi venture multanda haec crimina regno, 

Yerberibus redeat mors mea, crede, tibi. 
Sed tamen umbroso Proserpina criminis Oreo 

Commutat paenas, cum sit et angit onus. 
Prandia da canibus, tua dulcia Poskus adessetl 

Zampa vorax popanum laetus et Anker edant 
Da bene libertatem avibus, quos career baberet, 

Crimina si tali solvere merce velis. 
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Surgit ad haec lecto carissima verba puella; 

Yertit et in tenero dicta maligna sinu : 
Dat yeniam Tolucri, canibusque yoracibus offam: 

Nee tibi Gomperti grandia dona negat. 

AB CVRRUCAM OCCISAM F£LE JVLII 27 1812. 



Curruca erat felix dominae dum cara manebat, 

Felina, in gremio ludere laeta tuo. 
Nee fuit infelix domina , et gaudere videtur , 

Dum digito morsus provoeet ilia suos: 
At nimium ineautd, pedibus cum luserit, ilium 

Caleayit pedibus dum salit ipsa suis; 
Ergo turgidulos lacrymis impleyit ocellos , 

Nee doluit yolucrem Lesbia pulchra magis. 

IMPROMPTU 9 AB HYGEUM. 

While doubtful of recovery from too strong a dose. 

dolor, lacrymse, ductus anhelitus segre! 

O pcena ingenio yix patienda meo ! 
Diya arcitenens , cur telis parca recusis , 

Me tameu indignd morte subire yelis. 
Et jam laeta procul coelo Natura sereno 

Pandit odoriferos^ dum calet aura, sinus. 
Sed male sub pedibus Medicinae nunc moriamurl 

Tum formosa domus; femina culta yale ! 
Quid prodest slellas nocli spect&sse seren^ , 

Et studiis animum jam lani&sse meum? 
Quid valet in ccelo mea machina gesta quieto , 

Quid bene lactiferas semita facta vi®? 
Non quid quisque vitet mortalibus ipse retexit 

Jupiter ,' in vitd cura nee ipsa juvat ! 
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Xe lacimus Fortuna deam; Prudentia non te 

Obruit imperio cauta puella tuo: 
Pol me occidisti, tibi magna potentia cceli: 

En tua per terras cognita regna palam! 
Tempora tu Tersas; nil firmum restat in illis, 

Nee res venturd prospicienda die. 
Tu sortem praeceps , dum Spes rogat anxia Diyos, 

Humanam rapidis evehis orta rotis ! 
Per te mensiferum commutat Cynthia yultum, 

Et Venus in varias itque reditque vices. 
Quid, cum purpureos sis sanguine tincta cothumos 

Jam prodest lacrymas fundere yana tuas 7 
Yulnere quid cantus? quid rupto pectore yota? 

Quid yalet intactd myrtus adusta prece? 
Fractus, iners jaceo, calci lacerante medallas, 

Finis in extremo fit yiolenta die? 
Atque meo lacrymans in funere dicat Erynnis — 

Conyeniat yiUe mors bene digua tuae! 



LITTLE JACK HORNER. 



Angelus Horneri paryum tenet iste Johannem 
Ante focum gelidus qui sua membra foyet. 

Pistum Cartum habet in digito quo eyellere prunam« 
Gaudet, io, dicens, quam bonus ipse puer! 



OLD WOMAN; OLD WOMAN ^ mP SATS !• 



Heu, Yetula, bei dico cur nunc tarn celsa per altum 

Yisere et setbereo yis volitare polo? 
Yerrere de codIo quas texit aranea telas 

Ipsa yolo solitam mox reditura domumi 
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nz AMie& vestsittirfiL. 



Lumine purpurfeo fulgebat ro^cida I^bcebe; 

Nam fere nox dderat neb tatH^n dbta dies^ 
Cinnameo vent us dutn spiirat oddrifer 6te^ 

Mulcebat flores, Y6r6 tepente, UoVDd. 
Ad sedem irriguaiii per amcendi^ ]Al*b6rid utiibt*as, 

Ducebat luteo semita picta crocO. 
Hie stratus gelidA, sicut mos seniper, in faerbA , 

Graniine boiDJ[)Osui membra , ihibante polo, 
Ecce Maria venit tuniicid ornata recinctis, 

Yix nimium graciied Teste tegeiite isuras. 
£t manibus Idetans Hyacintbina serta ferebat ; 

Crinibus et varias, ut solet ilia, rosas. 
Non ignorabat mihi serta placere, neic hbrtum 

Exposiiit frustrky sole cadente, stium: 
Yinea surgentes cingebat floridk mattimad ^ 

Nee minus heu ni^eum lilia blanda siiium 
Conscia delicti referebat in ore ruborem , 

Et faciem tunicd condidit ipsa su&« 
Dum subito rediens ccelo fulgentibus astris 

Nos bene composUil gramine lata Venus. 
Gaetera quis nescit: mihi rarius Hesperus boras 

Tam dulces dederat; Phosphorus ecce venit. 

LAETATIO DE YERE , FRAGBIENTUIII. 



Veris lo rediere rices, et irieris h'onores 

Nunc properat Dryadum concelebrare chorus. 

Purpureas iterum violas in margine vallis 
Conculcet pedibus Flora reversa suis : 

Saltantes docilis decanlat Oreades Echo 
Et repetit simili nomina dicta sono. 

Jam Charites gaudent vestigia fingere terrd 

29 
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Et caput in vernis semper habere rosis. 
Nunc tunica ruliii bene cyclamen omnibus horlis 

Et gracilis niyeo flore Gaianlhis adest. 
Incipit helleborus flavas ibi pandere gammas, 

Htc luteum redolet semitd longa Grocum. 
Multiplices Hyacinlhus amat tibi pandere crines , 

Narcissus varias gaudet habere comas : 
Sciliaque coeruleo caput erigit alta capillo 

Et dulce in tecto spargit aroma mihi. 
Jam rediviva lacum circumvolat horrida Procne, 

Et fragilem trabibus fingit, ut ante, domum. 
Jam cuculus solitd sua crimina voce fatetur 

Dum falsa in nido passeris ova facit, 
Arbore tarn graviter modulans regina volucrum 

Jam Philomela tuos edidis ore sonos. 
Omnes egit amor sua cantita laeta canentes ; 

En Venus in cunclis conspicienda viis. 
Sic mihi quum dedit ingenium rediviva Juventas 

De vere immodic^ carmina laeta canam. 

XRANSLA.TIO. 



Qui fugit e campis et Uarte superstes abibit 

Venture poterat bella ciere die, 
At qui sanguineo succumbit caesus ab hosle , 

Mortua non poterat vertcre terga iterum. 

AD BOMINAM FORTUIfAM. 



Fortuna^ Divis carior omnibus, 
Irata nobis, cur pedibus male 
Stantem columnam proruisti 
Purpureos agitans crores? 
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Xwlnerala V»eu ^f t,^ 3„perba 
«°« membra »ob«, ^^^^^^ 

Wilis P«P«'.^J,"^rion cadebat 

Bum l«8t« " Veritas sagiltes. 

Aule pedes, men ^^. ^.^,„^ 

N"-^ ^"^ Sso membra crepuscuW, 
Nee frange det«o ^^^ 

^'"'^'^^'^ -rUbunda calcis. 

ioBam, Gorinlb. more^i;^ ^ 
Son basium p«e colba«is. 
Morlifcris monens 



V nus alma volebal , 
Subnpmi g" pugnanl*us, » ^ 
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AD SJLl^CTARI YIRGINEM MARIAM* 

OratiOf de peate vtdgo influenzA jam populum torquente, 

Fab. 1887, Brux^fits. 

O tu divino Virgo lacMsftim^ pd.rtM, 

Iroperium ChristI par prope, ^later, babes; 
Estqt^e tuo arbitrio crudeli.a fata n^or^jri , 

£t viva e tumulis spectra cierfd suij?, 
Peslis acerba yemt nullis medi.cabilis h^erl^is; 

Da, precor, aMaUium , casta Mari^, tuum. 
Mites flecte oculo9; nee t^, Pea prompta, pigebit 

Aegrotis mjedicas apposuissis man us ^ 
£cce tuum rapidus populuoji nunc devorat ignis, 

Deficiunt gentes el; sirijs yoce jacept ! 
Corpora nocte cadunt in yico tabida passim , 

Maneque funeribus non caret ulla domus. 
Slat mater lacrymans infantes cum videt , eheu , 

Continuo letho succubuisse suos! 
I|f unc terra , ut quondam , miseris jet orba colonis , 

Atque opere ii^ medio rusticus ipse cadit. 
Omnibus , heu , febris pa)Ientes occupat arjtus , 

Guttaque morbpsis labjiJ^UiF ^^ Ppulj?? 
Aspera lingjua jtumet , nep yqif. I^ene f^ifcibus ipsa 

Exit, at aegrp^o pectpre ri^i^c^ yei^t. 
Luctus et ulcus habent faciem miserabitis urbig^ 

Non uxor domiQupi ^scit, ut ante, fiuum. 
Conjugibus mjseros mors frigida claudtt .ocellos , 

Et fata ing^ojis vix sul^eun^a parit. 
Ncc mirum, ;bp^ri^\li meitijiendus cjcme jcomieles 

Splendet; .et aspeclu qujisq^e planeta malo. 
Pallida purpurao conjuncta est Cynthia Marti, 

Et Jovis astrorum maxima flamma furil/ 
Nunc Stellas labi longosque relinquere tractus 

Vidimus : in limum desilu^re faces 5 
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Girciter atque polos Aurora errare videtur , 

Dum coeii facies sanguine tincta manet/ 
Nil medici , nil herba valet , nee condita terrA 

Munera; nee cantus jam cecinisse juvat. 
Quid melos el flores , quid carmina myslica prnsuul ; 

Quid Yalet accenso laurus adusta foco? 
Pacis enim Folium Deus ipse ostendit olivae , 

£t signa in pictis nubibus Iris habet. 
Nos non augurium et magicas tentavimus arles ^ 

Nee bibit e vetilis fontibus aegra sitis. 
Templa petamus ubi nobis lua dexlera , Virgo , 

Poscitur ; aethereae , fer , precor , arlis opem. 
Nee sine me Frustrh precibus male trislibus uti , 

Votaque pro famulis fundere vana meis, 
Sed mortis stimulos et quicquid triste timemus 

Sub pedibus calces , casta Maria , tuis* 
Nunc sit gloria magna Deo , Natoque , sit Illi 

Qui y Sacer ambobus Spirutus ortus ^ adest. 
Sicuti principio fuit^ est, semperque manebit^ 

Integrum triplici corpore Numen , ave. 



DE CA.NE MORTUO IfOMIXE BUSY, May 1809. 



Vos , o Gamoenae , carmina eburneo 
Senate plectro dulcia , quae novos 
Lucjtus levent, moestos benigno 
Doctae animps recreare cantu. 

Canem maligno funere mortuum 
Ploricmus omnes , jam citl;iard decet 
Canlare dulci quem sepulchre 
Perpetuus sopor urget imo. 
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Namque hie solebat saepius ad focum 
Jacere^ lingud cum domini foyet 
Gari manum; saepe et magistri 
Turn later! sonudre plausus. 

Fidelis omni tempore vixerit^ 
Atque occupatus si nihil egerit, 
Latransque nocturno sonore, 
Non timuit domus alta fures* 

Fortuna saevis pecora calcibus 
Tam cara fregit! Quid mihi sit dolor? 
Terram relinquens baud beatam , 
Elysiis potietur hortis. 



EIS THN KOPHN. 

Ti fii wv (pyy^g Mapla 
On col ^sXoo (TVUOiKSiv 
On nv S-^Aw (PiX^trai 
Kai rsXsiv nn^v ' k^poSii^v 
^VoSov s(7n (TOig lOvT^oig 
t^t^ rooSs TtavTU ^pafTccfi 

*T7pb (TOi<r Ttbciv ^ca^olfitju 



SOmifllTM PHILOSOPHIC aM. 



Vesper crat, currus jamdudum Phoebus in undis 
Merseratp et liquido fonte lavabat equos. 

llesperios Zephyrus leviter dum yentilat ignes, 
Cinnamei apportat floris aroma mihi. 
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Populeam referens lassatum corpus in umbram, 

Muscoso posui membra levanda toro* 
Dum fidus juxtk, ut semper, canis ipse jacebat; 

Stabat et ante oculos ardua Roma meos, 
Non equidem tenuis cecideruut flamina venti, 

At leyis arboreis murmurat aura comis* 
Moestdque in sylvis avis anxia voce querelas 

Edidit, insolitos dat Philomela sonos. 
Lumine phosphorico volitabat musca per herbas: 

Sepibus insonuit rauca cicada suis. 
Garrula nigranti stridebat in ilice comix , 

£t strix vicino culmine fasca canit. 
Omnia nempi malum mihi praedixisse iridentur, 

Attamen in tenero grammine somnus adest. 
Sed vix alta quies sopitos occupat artus , 

Quum terrent animum somnia Tana meum« 
Credo me aethereas rapide yolitare per auraus, 

Visere et in gemino sidera fixa polo. 
Atque cometarum ignotos transcurrere cursus. 

Nee fugit ex oculis quisque planeta meis. 
Prima mihi arridens radiis Venus alma refulsit 

Palidaque examid Luna colenda face, 
Stat rutilas agitans Mars clarior ipse sagittas, 

Orbita Saturni lucida yisa fuit» 
Lactea aperta via est, levibus dum provehor alis 

Atriaque altisoni cogor adire Jovis. 
Stellatum interek mirabar in ordine coelum , 

Dum chorus astrorum sphaericus inde sonat. 
Pleidas illic et segni plaustra Bootae, 

Atque videre Hyadas, Aldebarauque licet. 
Yirgineis merito pedibus calcatus Orion 

OcciduA coeli parte videndus erat. 
Splendet et Oleniae signum pluviale Capellae 

Sideraque ingenio non numeranda meo. 
Mens mihi coelorum quaerebat territa fines, 

Sed fugiunt oculus limina lata meos» 
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£t quanto immensum sum currere in aethera Vtsus, 

Longius hen tanto Terminus ipse fugit. 
Namque meum in spatium sine fine volatile corpus 

Volvilur et nullo limite provehitur. 
Ultima flamma fuit nusquam, nee cernitur astrum 

Quo non ulterius lucidus orbis erat. 
Sidera miiltimodis fundentia mille colores. 

Significant varii numina magna Dei* 
Haud aliter stupui , cum tot miranda videbam , 

Quam qui vix rupto carcere liber eat. 
Aut mode quam turtur qui latos missus in hortos 

Nescit inexpertos quo bene ferre pedes. 
Sed cum nulla fugam cohibent retinacula nostram, 

Ad Superos fundit , qui fugit ipse , preces : — 
Di maris et coeli pater et celeberrime Divum, 

Jam precor invitum siste parumper iter ! 
Pone moram saltern, si non mihi vertere gressus 

£t liceat vetitos amplius ire Lares. 
Tandem optata tamen requies respexit euntem ; 

Corripuit cursus obvia Musa meos. 
Et mihi subridens Polyhymnia sistere jussit, 

Atque haec,dum mora sit,\ersa loquela fuit; — 
Die mihi quas leges, operum quos denique fines 

Natura imposuit, conscia caiisa , sibi? 
Rerum nulla quideih noscD , mihi Musa reponit, 

Limina mortali praelereunda pede : 
Lex , variata in se , generandi immensa potestas , 

Mutato restat nomine dicta Deus; 
Causaque prima latet , sed homo male menle supiefbus 

Ascripsit ficto numina falsa Jovi. 
Hinc Styga cum tenebris Orcoquc habitantia xiigro 

Spectra per augurium gens malesuada psLYCl* 
Religioni's opus ^i fabula tanta fuisset , 

Multum amor et dubius fecerit inde tiikibr. 
Quod rota FortUnae vehienti tcmporis verset* 

Nescimus penitus, quaerere neb licedt* 
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^uod * rdia Tbttull^e venifenli tempote Viersct 

Pfescimus ^pehitiia, qua^rere nemo Telit* 
^uod semel Hbria ^^o fugiens devepelifaie 

Jupiter imperio "non revocare potest. 
Illaesk prddire volens Natura caten^ , 

Temporfs in rapidas ilque reditque viices. 
Spiritus Oninipotens alit omnia sparda per ^^Ituhi 

Corpora, et aelerno foedere cuncla tenet. 
Hinc cum nulla sUam cotiservant corpoi*a fbriham, 

Materies restat, dum variat spedes. 
Ens m^net immotumque , novA sub ittiagihe, Sikkip^r 

Permutat faciem, resliluelciUe \*ices. 
Perpetuis in se lempus revoTubile gyris, 

Jam gaudet Zephj^rum , jam revocare nives, 
Sic venit exoriens, sic deficit, inde coactis 

Cornibus in plenam menstrua Luna redit. 
Nulla salo superant conslantia flamiiia vehti: 

Nubibus in celsis nulla perennis aqiia. 
Cumque bodie fines undosum tiranseat aeqiior, 

Cras levis immunes deserit aura I'ates. 
Omnes terra eliam semper renovanda figures 

Vertit, ut in partes qiiatuor aniius eat. 
Hide Ver floriferum, cum mergit Piscis, et ihde 

Aurea Phryxaeae vellera dantur Ovis. 
Taurus et auratis agitat bene cbrnibiis Euruih, 

Pleiadutifi spisso cum chorus igne micat; 
'Et cbelo Oebalius gemino stat Caslore Pollus , 

Quos dedit eX utero Candida Leda suo* 
Torrida tund Aestais, quiim sicco Sirius ore 

Latrat, et, Jieu! Cancrum fervidus igne cdquit* 
At^e^ Jtibae quondam cjiiem protulit horrida felliis, 

Sanguilfieis apefrit dentibus ora Leo* 
Oceatib lu natic, juslissiina Nympha, relicto, 

Virginis Astraeae stella perehiiis ades. 
Libra die hoctuque pares cUm comparat boras. 

Pendulaqtie exiguo lumine signa levet ; 

30. 
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Turn venit Autumnus; contraxit Scorpius ariui, 

Atque suo Antares corde micante rubet, 
Centaurusque aridas Tento leve mulcel aristas , 

Perdit et illius temporis aura fidem. 
Tunc levis obliquam male irersat Aquarius urnaidi 

Datque breves iterum proxima Bruma dies* 
Lex aeterna quldem variandi regnal Olympic 

Quae variis fingit sidera cuncta modis. 
Spiritus Aeternus , nihilo licet omnia fecit , 

Ustulat hie mundos, hie facit inde noYOS* 
Omnibus atque habitant astris animalia, dico, 

£t multos populos quisque planeta tenet* 
Omnem animam in varias credas migrare figuras, 

Atque nihil, vivum quod fuit ante, mori* 
Hace dixit Musa , et subito mihi pectore raptim 

Evolat, atque oculos Nox micat ante meos* 
Visa tamen somno altonil4 jam mente revolvans, 

Sic meditor vigilans quae mihi Musa dedit. 
Stulte quid ingenium quaerendo vana fatigas, 

Mundus an immensus, vel tibi nuUus adest? 
Jupiter Omnipotens num cerlo limite fixit 

Omnia; seu nullo limine cuncta patent* 
Quomodo discernam quid sit mihi terra, quid umbra? 

Me vivenle, manel; me pereunle, perit: 
Deficit exiguis Cybele cum sensibus ipsa , 

Dum vivo vivit ; cum cadet ilia , cadam* 
Dum spiro , spero , dumque haec mihi vita supersit ^ 

Gredam me Elysium posse subire nemus* 
Sum fios incertos indutus mille colores ; 

Haec mihi quae dederas munera , Terra, cape* 
Fractus at aetherium stipes cum sparget odorem« 

Ad superos fontes haec volet, unde venit. 
Spes equidem magico Pandorae pyxide surgens, 

Si sit amor, misero det mihi sola fidem* 
Sed dubium redit , et dubiis Deus errat in armis , 

Atque nihil cerli dat mihi vita fugax. 
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Jamque domus mea, jamque omnes valeatis amici 

Hei, modo quae fuerat^ non mihi turba manet. 
Saepe per egregias in somnis transvehor urbes, 

Nee desunt animo fortia castra meo. 
Saepius in somnis imitata est vera voluptas , 

Nam mihi , dum credo , basia yera placent. 
Haec equidem evigilans dico phantasmata noctis , 

Nee credo , ante diem , vera iridenda mihi. 
Falsa tamen species vigilandi somnia rumpit. 

Gum manet incertum , mundus an umbra redit? 
Mutatas iterum scenas licet usque yidere; 

Credo me yigilem , nee fluit alta quies. 
Spectra novas rapide redeunt imitantia formas; 

Meque iterum somnis eyigiiasse puto: 
Quum tandem nitor perversa in vincula monstri, 

Dum fugit a membris incubus ipse meis. 
Quomodo certus ero, cum somno cuncta recurrunt, 

Num spatium existit sensibus exterius ; 
An malus humauis illudit mentibus error, 

Atque Ens baud ultr^ quam rogus esse potest? 



SUPPLEMJENT. 



m&m 



All the yejrses in . the prececding pages are the . original 
compositipns of Df Forst^r; what follow in . the . supplement are 
chiefly from his pen, but not entirely . so : some.. of theiQ.^are by 
other members of th^ family, and by friends.; . aud ,C9n^^qi)ently 
each poem bears the initial of ihe^ writer. 



SQ.NG. 



Tune : JEvclynU Bower, 

Good people all give ear , aud attend to me I pray , 

There 's nothing » I declare , 

In all Devon to compare 
To that prelty little charming place called Insto-w Quay* 

How delightful it is, in a . fine summers day, 

When arm in arm "we "walk , 

Of our neighbour's actions talk, 
As we trudge along upon the sands to Instow Quay. 

If to Northorpe you would go and go the shortest way, 
You must walk down to the shore, 
Take a boat to Appledore 

And then a prelty view you' 11 have of Instow Quay. 
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For taste there's no accouptiiiig I've oflentimes heard say , 

What to some giye^ great delight 

Other people seem to slight , 
And so I fear it fares at times 'with Instow Quay. 

For a friend who is come to the personage to stay, 
When dear baby smiles so sweet , 
Jerks her arms, and kicks her feet, 

Seems a great deal more delighted then with lustow Quay. 

The horses in the neigbourhood eat straw and never hay 
Oh! how they frisk with joy, 
When they drag the child and toy 

With mamma and ; with the nurse along >to Instow Quay. 

Most enchanting it is, in tl^e plqasant n>on.tb[ ofiMay, 

When I sit upon thp wall, , 

Joking carelessly with all, 
And gossip vfiih mj new made friends, on Itisioyr Quay. 

If inclined for a sail in the bankers^ boat so gay, 

We dont venture out too far ^ 

Mind you keep within the bar 
For fear you should get out of sight of Instow Quay, 

A Bideford fine ball , or a Barnstaple play , 

With all their mirth and glee , 

Quite stupid seem to me. 
When I think about the joyous scenes, on iSstQW Quay. 

But now good friends and neighbours I goon nuist go awa j 

So I wish you all good bye 

As most pipurnfully I cry. 
Not for leaving yo2« 30, much 9 I own^ aS'^Ii^st^w Quay. 

Bv M.^ Fi 1827. 
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SONG. 

THE VISION OF UlfDIIfl. 
Tone: Thu Last o* Gowri§, 

Upon a fair September day 
When Venus and the Graces play, 
And sea Nymphs dance upon the spray 
Of Instow's drumly vraters* 

As a fair vision flitting by, 
Like some gay creature of the sky, 
I saw the forms approaching nigh 
Of Instow's sweetest daughters. 

Among them all, one girl was seen 
Far sweeter than a Mayday queen , 
No lovelier lass e'er trod the green 
By Instow's pebbly waters. 

Her snowy skin was fresh and fair. 
Her steps were light and debonair 
With lovely locks of auburn hair ; 
The pearl of Instow's daughters. 

Her eyes were bright and azure bluo 
Washed in the sweet ambrosial dew; 
Uer lips displayed the rose's hue 
That blows by Instow's waters. 

And when I felt myself afloat 

With Titty in a lugsail boat , 

I scarce could bear to be remote 

From the queen of Devon's daughters. 

Beneath yon rocky greenwood grove, 
Unconscious of her power to move 
The very tide to notes of love. 
That swells on Instow's waters, 
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There sits , said I , a lovely maid , 
In rainbow's purest tints arrayed , 
But Oh! the charms are doomed to fade 
Of Beauty fairest daughters ! 

Thus musing, meditating, I, 
Between the Ocean and the sky, 
In extasy breath'd forth on high 
This prayer from Instow's water: 

Oh power unseen who , from above , 
Moves the fond heart below to love , 
Send down the olivebeariug dove 
On Instow's fairest daughter : 

And grant that, at Jove's hallow'd shrine. 
In fond embrace we both may join 
Our arms, while stars of ev'ning shine 
On Instow's magic water. 

For by such honied lips caress'd, 
In Hymen's bands divinely biess'd, 
rd sink in soft repose to rest 
With Instow's heavenly daughter. 

One glance from Undine's melting eyes ! 
One touch of her's may quite suffice 
To make this world a Paradise 
With Instow's lovely daughter. 

Oh then beneath some homely cot 
Upon this fair and favour'd spot, 
No care could e'er corrode my lot, 
By Instow's murmuring waters. 

A sudden flash , that strikes the crown 
Of Caucasus, may hurl it down. 
While fifty waves could scarcely drown 
A skijff ou Instow's water. 
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For thus all -worldly "Woes would jBec ; 
I'd scorn them all, -what e'er they be. 
Supremely blest by love and thee 
Dear gem of Instow^s daughters* 

But life is like a sailing boat , 
Upon time's swelling waves afloat, 
And pleasure passes like a mote 
That wind bears o'er the water. 

So now farewell my lovely maid, 
I quit thee in night's murky shade. 
And may kind Heaven protect the glade 
Of Instow's lovely daughter. 

And when I'm gone and far away 
Let Hallie thump the chords all day 
And Ben on some crack't fiddle play 
To lull the running "water. 

No more your dusly books I "wipe, 
Nor smoke with Dick a snug old pipe , 
Nor gang -with Suck to take a swipe 
At the Key, wi' Instow's daughter, 

T. F-l 
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GATTIE SALMON. 

Tons : Meggy Latcdtfr, 

Ae day I made a trip to Fyfe , 

Across the saut sea waters. 
An there 1 had a sorry strife 

Wi ane o' Neptune's daughters. 
She was a fish girl selling plaise, 

I ran to cofF her fishes , 
But foun' she'd sic a bonnie face, 

I paid for them in kisses, 



Chorus^ 



This is a cheat , the lassie said , 

Gin kisses pay mybeautie. 
My ware in spangies maun be paid, 

Or ye winna do y'er dutie, 
My Geordies are a' spent quolh I, 

But gif y'er for a drappie , 
Kim to my mither's house, hard by, 

An tak a quech o' nappie. 

Chorus* 
So a' naight lang, the ingle roun' , 

We sat an Irhit merry, 
An tippled till we baith fell doun , 

Brim fu' o' punch an sherry 
She had a tall an gracefu air 

Her limbs were plump an bonnie 

Her look became more debonair 

When she taen the swals wi' Tanmiie. 

Chorus* 
I buskit her in braws sae fine, 

Just like the queen o' May daie 
Aye fit in onie ha' to dine , 

Wi' Gentleman an Ladie. 
Her een got clear, her legs were strong. 

Her face was fair an pinkie, 

31. 
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Sin noo^ to sharpen love an song , 
We took at social spinkie. 

Sweet kisses foUow'd ilka glass, 

Tiir light as Sylph or fairie, 
Nae ladie beat my oyster lass , 

So she shall be my dearie : 
Aye noo I'll mak her my dear wife, 

She hae soul enough for that fish, 
An prove that a' the girls o* Fyfc 

Can nae be sold as'^flat fish. 

CnoEus. 
O the gammon 

0* Bonnie Gattie Salmon 
There^s nae in Fyfe 

A lass alive 
Sae shrewd as Gattie Salmon, 

TO MY AULD DOG SHARGS. 



I lo'e ye weel my guid auld tyke 

Y'er sonsie face an hazel een. 
As yet I hae nae seen the like , 

Nor e'er y'er like will find again ; 
Ye've happit monie a wearie hour 

When we have pleugh'd the billowed main. 
Or scan'd the brow while tempests lower 

Or labour'd o'er the sullrie plain 
It was upon S* Lambert's day , 

In eighseen hundred twenty nine. 
In London as I chance'd to straie, 

That seven and six pence made ye mine : 
1 bought ye o' a duddie lad 

Beset wi puppies' cosie faces 
And took ye hame at e'en, right glad 

To fee y'er anticks and grimaces* 



Chorus* 
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A wooilie wee thing fu' o' pranks. 

Ye play'd about my reekie house , 
Sometimes Grimalkin firk^t y^er flanks , 

For huntiu' after her ain mouse* 
Sometimes asleep in Wisdom's seat, 

Ye bark'd in dreams past my indighting , 
Or squeel'd benealh Miss Bellie's feet, 

For gie'in' her heels a playfu' biting. 
Aye oft thro^ buskie glen an shaw, 

Wi gawsie Fangs ye sniJGTd an snowkU 
Op fein the tangled copse "wad draw, 

Wliere after moles ye scratched an hoyrkitr 
Like a spoil'd bairn wha's seldome beat, 

Frae Cookie ye have caught a switching , 
For lajing gooding on the mat 

Or stroaning in her cleanlie kitchen. 
But what are these to Ih'ills o' man 

Whas day is but a constant cross, 
Wha thro' life's short uncertain span , 

Lives but to gain a sense o' loss. 
So here's y'er health ye best o' dogs 

An may the Gude an Wise protect yc 
Frae a' the crimes o' human hogs 

Or twalegg'd brutes wha mought infect ye. 
Like men — rich ban's ye maunna lick 

Nar bay w^i tyrant tongue the poor, 
Nor bear my lord^s gowdheadit stick, 

To chase the beggar frae the door; 
Nor lick my lady's tinselFd shoon. 

E'en tho she walk upon y^er patlie. 
But beg the swink hind's humble boon, 

An let his wee bairns come an pat ye: 
Wi honest welcome — bow wow wow^ 
Gie a' my friends a heartic meeting. 
Right glad to see ilk honest pow. 

That gies ^'er maister's house a greeting. 
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I care nae wha y'er sire hae been , 

Sin he hae sent me sic a blessin' 
Whether the lapdog o' Ihe queen 

Or a hedge gipsie's tousie messin j 
Nor care I wha hae been the bitch , 

I'll toast her in a queck o' toddie , 
Whether Auld Reekie's spaniel rich 

Or Wastle's whelp o' Linkumdoddie. 
Then fill , ilk saul the wassail bowl 

Let whiskic float our skiff this lugVil, 
And wag your tail , till I reef a sail , 

When the cock proclaim the morning light. 

TO DEAR PAPA. 

rROBI HIS AFFECTIONATE DOG BULL FOE HIS BIRTUDAT. 



My dear Papa your dear old Bull 

Congratulation sends, 
And wishes you all blessings full , 

One dog and many friends. 

Yes many friends^ for Bull is sure 
Most rare such treasures are , 

And what one cannot well procure 
One likes the belter far. 

One Dog, because a dog you've got 
Of grace and beauties full , 



* The epitaph or this faTorinte poodle of Uie aulher^s will befoand supra. 
He was bought in the Strand, London, Thursday September 17 1829 and 
died at Scharbeok near EruxelleB Saturdoy 33 June 1858. On the occasion 
of hi§ death the author wrote a ciiIo;',y containing sniue of tho moit 
forcible argumens drawn from reason , humanity and analogy » in favour of 
the doctrine of universal immortality, which are to be found in literature. 
The anthour has introducid the 8an:e into his Philozoia, 
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Whose charms can never be forgot, 
And that is me the Bull. 

I wish Papa, you would come home 

I miss you so , I vow , 
I'm far too low to gnaw a bone 

Or eat my breakfast now. 

And Betsy gives me rolls quite slale , 

And Sister steals me cake , 
But appetite will surely fail, 

For my dear Father's sake, 

* 

The setter Poski , what cares he , 

Still stuffs his sloniach full , 
There's only one who cares you sec , 

And that is me , ihe Bull. 

And do not think that Nep will prove 

Than Posk a truer friend : 
No — his is only cupboard love 

An3 with the meat will end. 

And as for Corey, he is naught 

A stilly pup , that's all ; 
I own I'm sorry he was bought 

Or ever eat at all. 

But I disinterested am, 

And solemnly do say 
That Poski's friendship is all sham , 

And lillle Corie's play. 

So dear Papa I beg you come — 
With Captain Jackson pull — • 

Till then I am , your loving son , 
Your dear white dog the Bull (*). 

Scharheek Nov. 0, 1840. 

ZAMPA. 

Contrcsignd Sklkna. 
{*) Sent like tka last from Scharbcek to Woodford. 
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BULL TO NEPTUNE greeting. 

Dear Nep , my friend ! the lines you sent , 
When last my dearest Father wrote, 

I have accepted , as were meant , 
And scribble \n return a note. 

Tm glad , you like my dear Papa , 
But do not think of coming over, 

You're better off at Woodford far, 

There's nought to gain by turning rover* 

My country is averse to Dogs, 

And in this house we' re far too many 
And schould you come , a dish of Frogs 

Mush be your meal , if you get any. 

Oh Neppy dear ! how you must feast , 
They say the Forest's full of game, 

Stay w^bere you are , you lucky beast ! 
You live to cat and breathe to gftin. 

I own, I should be over joyed 
To give dear Nep a cousin's kiss , 

But , then my bliss w^ould be alloyed 

To think how much my friend would miss. 

Yes, Neptune! poels talk of love. 

And w^rile long lays of what they feel, 

But this T know, much more you prove. 
When feasting an your sumptuous meal* 

I told Papa , I'm starving now 

For his sake too — Oh glorious quibble , 
The truth is, Nep! I must avow, 

I scarce can find a bone to nibble* 

We Dogs can cant as well as men , 

And fawn and, lick like our possessors, 

We loo can feign affection when 
There's ought to gain from our oppressors* 
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No! no! Bull gobbles where he's able 
Do then the same, my Neptune dear! 

But come not to my Master's table. 
We've not a uMrs Talbot » here. 

So fare thee well! I need not wish 
For my dear Nep a stomach full , 

When feasting on each dainty dish 
I beg he'll think of cousin BULL (*) 

N99. 10 1840. ZAMPA. 

Contre8ign4 Sklena. 

MY FAVOURITE DOG ZAMPA 

GOMMOITLY CALLED THE BULL. 

If to Athens for dogs you may scamper, 
For Greece of fine poodles is full , 

You w^ill not find another like Zampa 
There is no other Zampa like Bull. 

He is neither a setter nor terrier 
But half of a poodle and bear; 

Yet a handsomer dog or a merrier 
Is not to be seen I declare. 

You may roam the world over and over 
Through water and land you may pull 

But never can mortal discover 
Another such dog as the Bull. 

To describe him I find is a duty 

Deny it, ye judges who can , 
That the Bull is a regular beauty, 

His master a fortunate man. 

His hair is long silky and curly 
And juicy and black is his nose, 

His teeth kre both even and perly, 
His eyes like two beautiful sloes. 



(*) Zampa the Bull is a bluntnosed poodle, ^ho come to Scharbeck in the 
evening Nov. 20 1838. Corey is the surname of little Anker. BL' T. wm 
M' E. F. jun^s professed Cook. 
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His tail like a fanciful feathur 

Is curled about over his back 
But this he can staighten whenever 

He follows the setterdog's track. 

He can stand on his hind legs, or carry, 

And prettily begs to be fed , 
And ne'er on the road will he tarry 

When sent to the bakers for bread. 

Zampa's a charming fellow 

A gentleman quite in his look 
A very great friend to the cellar 

And a slill greater friends to the cook. 

A regular gourmand is Zampa 

You'd put the poor darling in fits 

Should you ever his appetite tamper 
With any thing short of tit bits. 

Yet do not believe him a glutton, 

An Epicure only , that's all , 
He's a dear one for beef or for matton , 

Or tarts from the pastry cook's stall. 

But sometimes this wimsical poodle 
Will strangers most cruelly pull, 

But you indeed must be a noodle , 
To flinch from a gripe of the Bull. 

He never bites nurses or babies, 
But often makes wayfarers prance , 

Is very polite to the ladies. 

Having got a preceptor from France. 

The world may its votaries pamper , 
And ladies for jewels may pine , 

I'd thousand limes rather have Zampa, 
If Zampa consent and be mine. 

dog connaisseurs , I assure you 

Were your purses of guineas quite full 

Your riches could never procure you 
Another such dog as the Bull. 

Seharheek 1840. Selbna. H. E. F. 
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CAROLINE'S BOWER, 

BEING A BIRTHDAT SALVTATIOIT, 

As tbe leaves o' the Eglantine fall vri the sun , 

And tbe pinks and the roses o' summer decay , 
So soon as the swift race of Phoebus be run, 

And the soft tints of autumn illumine his vray, 
So ye Muses I beg, in this winterlike hour. 

That ye find an Alcove that is smiling and bright* 
Hark Clio replies — « Seek ye Caroline's bower, 

Where evergreens shelter from storms o' the night* 

On her bosom Thalia the lily hae placed, 

And young Flora has painted her cheeks wi' the rose, 
Her brow wi the wreath o' green laurel has graced , 

Where the bees after gleaning sae often repose 
Though the sweet virgin honey be left on her lips. 

The cells of sound wisdom are built in her brain, 
And the wooer approching, wha carelessly sips 

Their sugar, will hasten her stores to obtain. 

Melpomene strike then the chords o' your lute, 

Till the tears o' sweet sympathy water the grove; 
Euterpe shall merrily play on the flute. 

An Erato breathe the soft accents of love; 
She will then with Terpsichore skip , like a (awn, 

Midst a chorus of Muses and Graces conjoin'd. 
And , light as Aglaia, will dance o*er the lawn , 

The fairest and dearest and best of her kind» 

When she takes up her lyre. Calliope sings I 
And we miss no the nightingale's musical lay, 

Since Melody, chasten'd by Harmony, brings 

Down the Angels above , thek just homage to pay* 

Polyhymnia then, with diversified song. 
Make variety shine in her magical verse, 
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And stay e*en the Spheres , from their whirling along , 
To list to the odes that the Sisters rehearse. 

Urania last , but sublimest of all , 

Raise to extasy e'en that are sparkling and sweet; 
Wrap the mantle of light round her figure sae tall, 

And spangle the galaxy way for her feet: 
Then scatter the nuts for the path of the bride, 

Lucina will guard her from perils an harms. 
Fond Cupid and Venus now stand by her side. 

And Fidelity's emblem is borne in her arms. 

Aye I thank ye fair Muses the palmer replies, 

To the temple o' Beauty I'll quickly repair. 
Bid passion's warm glow cast its rays from her eyes 

And the neat snood of Fancy envelope her hair* 
Then let the surge roll, let the thunderstorm lower i 

Her arbour a shade from its anger has given : 
So ril hasten this day to dear Caroline's bower. 

To forestall a glint o' the sunshine of Heaven. * 

TO AX lEISH LADT. 

Sweet blosom of Erin, there sit in your grot; 

The Leak, Thistle and Rose to the Shamrock maun yield. 
E'en the bland Fleur de Lis, one can value it not. 

When your ensign of ruby waives over the field I 
Then luve the green land that gave Columbine birth , 

In a bumper of whiskey we'll toast her this day, 
For her bloom is the loveliest flower on earth. 

That adorns the first emerald gem of the sea* 

Bi llu&eo Hottro Oolobrit SS 1S45. 

T. F«*| 



* VtTrilten to a young Lady who desired to have lomo Birthday linei. Those 
to Isahelia were also sent on a similar occasioa to one of whom we may lay 
with Terence : /ideo venuita adeo mode$ia ui nil suprA 
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TO A YQVlfQ lABt; 

On her Birthday, 

lovely plant from Beauty's scion sprung. 

Sweet silken primrose blowing in the shade , 
Well hadst thow grown fam'd Ida's groves among, 

And grac'd the braes of Phrygia's woodland glade : 
But since thou'rt here, on Flandria*s soil inlaid, 

Hide not too deep thy petals in the grass ^ 
For when in Iris' colour'd scarf arrry'd, 

Thy diamond eyes, that other gems surpass, 
Must be a sign that life's rough storms shall cease. 

And beam or all around the rays of lasting peace. 

Disdain not then the aid of sister arts, 

But he each charm in comely garment veird, 
Thy name implies perfection in all parts, 

And proves that Nature's model hath not fail'd : 
From Daphne's branches wreath thy gentle brow, 

And place the virgin lily on thy breast, 
With the sweet rose thy lovely cheeks will glow, 

And on thy heart the pansy bloom shall rest, 
Dein then to twine about thy temples dear 

Thy amber drooping curls of Hyacinthine hair. 

Then fkirest daughter of a mother fair; 

Learn , from her lessons sage and accents sweet. 
With Nature's smiles to soothe the brow of Care 

And trample worldly things beneath thy feet; 
For Nature is Jove's dearest handmaid vet, 

And in her realms is Wisdom's throne on earth , 
For her did Venus leave the coral seat 

Of Amphytrite , and gave all beings birth , 
But be thou Isabella timely wise. 

And pave while here below thy road to Paradise. 

Op den Dyver, Bruges 20 Oct. 1845. T. F. • 
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THE R£CTOR o' BOCOWROC. 



At length the Sun his loftier axle guides 

Among sweet Maia's train of Pleiades, 

And from behind his guilded car doth peep 

The golden feece of the Phryxsean sheep, 

That bore fair Helle through the blue expanse ; 

Till faint beneath her too great "weight, perchance, 

He let her fall in th' Hellespontic wave , 

And fix'd her name upon her watery grave : 

That far famed flood o^er which Leander swam . 

To catch this Hero on the hinder dam. 

But to my task , thou must digress no more , 

Sicilian Muse, mid antient Grecian lore; 

But rove with me o'er Belgian cultured plains, 

Thro' Anglia's woods and Gallia's wide domains, 

Where recreant Nature now awakes the song 

Of feather'd bards , her choral groves among. 

First wend with me to Mercia's flowery plains 

Her lilied vales, green hills, and shady lanes 

Her sweet wild wood of beech or massive oak 

That hear alone the witwall's measur'd stroke. 

Nor yet the vulgar voice of human kind 

Was heard to float upon the restless wind. 

Go down in Sowden's Vale, or Dauna wood, 

While fabled Leryn pours her vocal flood , 

Through swart Boconnoc's copse , where the hoar sag( 

Of Forsters' race , unfolds the storied page , 

And on his posca punch and spicy ale 

Invites each neighbour sheepherd to regale, 

And tales of times when Druids could devise 

A huge slonehenge and bid such pillar's rise 
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As made the Plain of Salisbury stare , 

As stone on stone was piFd up in the air : 

Made the Crows Pound , and on a solid block 

Of moving granite pois'd the Loggan Rock. 

Here stay a while old friend , for it is givin 

To each learn'd priest to sup with him at seven. 

Here Thomas Furly Forster used to sit, 

At his right hand Susanna, wife, to wit, 

With Tom and Sue , and Johnny "Vandersluys 

And Samuel Furly , parson kind and spruce , 

Cory of Plint , from Liskeard Mister Child , 

But most to be admired Teddy wild. 

Two Dogs, Spotty and Speeky always sat 

At table too and many a bonny cat : 

Without , the white horse Tidy Ocean , aye, 

Loski a black , and Smller dapple gray. 

This learned man would then to all unfold 

How every animal possessed a soul 

And laugh'd to scorn vain man's conceited whim 

That all the universe was made for him : 

Bid men be humble ^ wise, humane and just; 

Nor after flesh and meats forbidden lust: 

Talk'd of the countless worlds above our heads , 

And sent us half seas over to our beds. 

Now shall I tell you why no more I sing 

My tired Muse has snap*d her fiddle string.^ 



* This gentleman, Mr Benjamin Forster, was Rector of Boconuoc cam 
adoc near Liskeord , where he diid Dec. 1805, eetatii 69. 
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A VISION OF nANAfiPA. 



A FRAGMENT* 

As 'whylome in God's hallowed temple sitting, 

When the grey hooded Hours led on the Night, 
With sober thoughts engage'd , such time befitting 

Cheer'd by the storied window's colour'd light : 
A vision came suddenlie in sight : 

Not such as poets dream when luU'd to slumbers, 
On the twocrown'd Parnassus' fabled height. 

By Pindar's lay, or chaste Menander's numbers. 
But such as plaintive Philomel has given 

To Sorrow, as she sat by Lethe's stream, at even. 

Before my view a lovely female rose , 

Her shape was perfect, with a pallid face. 
Iris from her own wardrobe made her cloaths; 

Venus gave beauty and Thalia grace, 
Apollo tun'd her lute, and Pallas brought, 

To deck her charms , the gems of every clime : 
Her comelie neck , with pearl and Jewells fraught , 

Rivall'd her eyes: but round her waist did twine 
A band of serpents who , with poison'd breath , 

Dechr'd that she was clay and doom'd to certain death* 

Under her feet a mystic chest did lie: 

The lid brake open, and then, one by one. 
The pains of man gat up and out did flie, 

To torture every folk beneath the sun : 
But when this tragic troop's long train was sped, 

One comelie lady still the box had shaded, 
Who rose like Venus from her coral bed , 

While the sea Nymph her amber tresses braided 
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And stretched out far and wide her snowie hands 
To cheer up Care and Toil to till the fallow lands. 

But loe! Pandora died, and Hope grew faint. 

And waive'd her wings on the uncertain w^ind , 
With steps unsteady and with accents quaint, 

Weeping as she no resting place could find ; 
Asklent she leer'd and fain w^ould get support: 

Mock'd by Despair, but yet by Reason cheer'd: 
Bui while her favours many fools discourt 

She raise'd her lids on high , and sorelie feared 
That three sad fiends mought blast her prospect fair, 

And scatter all her promises in emptie air. 

Then warilie did rife on either side 

Two fairie forms, to give her true support; 
On the right hand was pureeyed faith whose port 

Was superhuman , like Ih'iEthereal Bride ; 
But on the left , ygirt with golden zone , 

Stood sister Charity to whom 'tis given 
To dwell for ever with her Lord alone 

And give refulgent glow to love in Heaven : 
With triple grace and clasped hands they stood 

And on the heads of Doubt and Sin and Death they trod. 

The sleepled bells above began to ring , 

Within , the deepton'd organ pipes did blow , 
And the saint multitude came forth to sing 

Round this fair triplet of new grace below; 
Prometheus gaz'd and shook his brother's hands ; 

For confidence he ne'er before had fell : 
For lighted altars Ino left the sands, 

And before Mary's image Lais knelt* 
While, tir^d with flight, to prayer Narcissus flies, 

And hears responsive Echo greet him from the skied. 

O Muse of history, thou honour'd child 
Of Memory and Panompheean Jove , 
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Bring all Ihy sisters from the greenwoods wild , 

Seraphic orisons with song to move : 
Bid sweet Euterpe loudly sweep the chord, 

Melpomene her plaiolive lute prepare , 
Calliope shall blow her trumpet loud 

And Eralo now doff the amorous air, 
And in more chaelen'd accents dein to sound 

Her pipe , till the high hollow vault aloft rebound. 

Then will Thalia llowerykirtled Muse 

Leave her bloomspangled meads, a page of Love; 
Terpsichore shall dance , nor yet abuse 

The faculty her graceful limbs lo move, 
In varied notes come Polyhymnia sing , 

Urania string your harp wilh Phcebus' hair , 
All join in harmony with grace lo fling 

A chaster melody upon the air, 
Till the wrapt soul communing wilh the skies 

Shall mix herself with Heaven's sublimest Bymphonies. 
Bruges, Not. 1845. 
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THE EMIGRANT'S LAMENT. 

Tune : There is nae luck about the house, 

where are noo the merrie days 

When birds sang on the spray, 
An a' the bairns play'd on the braes 

By bonnie Inslow Quay ; 
These days are flown, these joys are fled, 

The wee things play nae mair. 
But Sorrow hangs her mournfu' head 

Wi puirtilh weepin* sair. 

Chorus 
Where Dickie used to lunt wf me , 

An Arthur toast his lass, 
There's nought beneath the sear auld tree 

But fungus , dung an grass : 
The pipe is out , the quech is drie , 

The tawsie leer in ha', 
That ance, to cheer ilk sparklin' e'e , 

Wi' toddie used to flaw. 



Chorus, 



My sonsie wife aye greets forlorn , 

To see her spousie gang , 
An wishes she had ne'er been born, 

To bear the partin' pang: 
The boosic dog links roun' the lum 

An baggage in the ha', 
For brawlie he kens what is come 

To tak his laird awa! 

There hearth is cauld , the hallan drear , 

Extinguished is the bran' , 
An monie an auld friend's e'en are blear , 

Tt) see me quit the Ian': 
At smiddie , market , fair , or kirk , 

I'm miss'd; they lo'ed me a'; 

33. 



Chorus, 
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Nae mair the bonnie lasses smirk 
About me in the ha'. 

Where sonsie Hal in simday shoon, 

New buskit in her braws, 
Hae dance'd wi Nunkie, cantie loun, 

Or rov'd amang the shaws. 
The wild bird's cry alane is heard 

The mourner^s lugs to please^ 
Y'er Daddie's voice nae mair is fear'd. 

He's gaen ayont the seas. 

There saucie Bennie*s honest squint 

Aboon the yelt wad keek , 
An Carie's tread had music in't 

Because her sheen did creek ; 
An Tammie too did music make 

Sin, he wi' meikle pain. 
Cried loud wi' sic a bellyache 

As heUl ne'er feel again. 



Chorui, 



Chorus. 



Chorus. 



But still I like Jason, I mann seek 

For Fortune on the wave, 
An quit for ay my ingle cheek 

My bairns an a' the lave : 
Those bonnie bairns , that ance did smile , 

To weep will scarcelie cease 
For that I leave my native isle. 

To cofif a gowden fleece. 

Ah where will Susie dwell anon 
When I, like some lost sheep. 

Or caplive Jew in Babylon, 
By waters strange shall weep. 

Will Bella get a wooer kind 
Her wearie days to cheer! 



Chorus. 



(267 ) 

Nay, hoo can she a suitor fiu'd 
Whas tocher is a tear? ! 

But yet fareweel ilk cantie chiel, 

Fareweel my honest jo; 
111 often think I wish ye wecl , 

Gin I can think o' you ! 
For see the jib flies o'er the boom, 

The ship gets under weigh; 
An I maun think o^ things to come , 

Kkr dwell on Instow Quay. 

Hark hark the kerk bells sweetlie chime, 

As they hae rung before, 
And bid me lure my father's clime 

Nar quit my native shore. 
Yet Enlerprize maun point the way , 

Wi' her Til cross the main, 
E'en should the croakin' raven say — 

He'll neer come hame again. 

• 

For there's nae luck about the house 
Nor mirth in pleasure's ha% 

There is nae luck about the house, 
Noo Daddie gaes awa! 



Chorus. 



Chorus* 



T. F **^| (*) 



(*) Composed in November 1845 by Dr. Forster on the occasion ofth« 
projected emigration of a friend to Australia, 
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MY L\WLA.N LASSIE. 



Although on Hielan' blooming braes 
An primrose Tallies fresh an grassie 

I liv'd my bairnhood's canlie days , 
In Lawlan' plains I foun' my lassie 

O my luvelie Lawlan* lassie ^ 

My bonnie blythsame Lawlan* lassie: 

The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my am dear Lawlan' lassie. 

Of a' Ihe girls in lower or ha', 

An -we have lassies blythe an bonnie, 

I'd lak my Mimie first of a' 
Because I loe her best o' onie, 

O my bonnie Lawlan* lassie , 

My bonnie blythsame Lawlan' lassie: 

The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my ain dear Lawlan' lassie. 

Fein wad I dwell wi ye dear maid 

Amang the hills where liv'd my Daddie 

Wi bonnet blue an tartan plaid 
Aye buskit as a Hielan' laddie. 

O my luvelie Lawlan' lassie 

My bonnie blythsame Lawlan^ lassie , 

The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my ain dear Lawlan' lassie. 
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But sin ye be a Lawlan' lassie, 
Ye are a bonnie bloomin' lassie 

Ye'r always fair , in bower er byre , 
My ain dear lovelie Lawlan' lassie. 

O my lovely LawlarC lassie 

My blythsame bonnie Latvian^ lassie ^ 
The sweetest flower in Flora's bower 
Is sure my ain dear Lawlan' lassie. 

Alang yer palh the pansies glow, 

Aroun' ye blows the yellow broom, 

Sweet Flora's busk'd for ye below , 
An blest Urania smiles aboon. 

Then let me kiss my bonnie lassie^ 
Lovelie lassie^ Lawlan lassie^ 

The hawthorn shade for love was made^ 
An heather blooms for us, my lassie. 



THE BORDER JACOBITE'S LAY. 



Shall Scotland's glories for aye be forgotlen , 

Her praises interr'd wi ber heroes of old , 
Shall her warriors fa' on a soil that is rotten , 

Her Muses a' sleep , while her tale is untold 
Nay, the bluid o' the slain that is shed on her borders , 

Have water'd the seeds of ambition an love , 
An the miustrel shall sing o' her woes and disorders 

Sac long as ane piper respond frae the grove. 
While the heather shall bloom on the braes o' Lochabar, 

The broom an the gowan shall smile upon Ayr , 
While tlie bairns o' Dun Edin shall dance to the tabor 

The Muses o' Scotland her trophies sliall wear. 
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Ah Marie yer soil is still fertile at Flodden i 

By the Waters o' Derwent our laurels yet grow , 
An the thistle shall bloom on the field of Culloden 

Till the last o' her bards shall lie buried below. 
If her poets were dead to the truth o' her story , 

Her plumes have been carried by wind o'er the sea , 
An while lealtie shall glow by the ingle o' Norie , 

His twa bonnie lassies her Muses maun be. 
Tho' her glories to day should be sunk in her sorrow , 

Her wrongs like her Heros should fade on the plain 
0' Forster's long line there shall rise up tomorrow 

A bard wha can feel them and sing them again. 
Though Elizabeth still on our banners may trample 

The tartan o' Stuart maun yet be our showd , 
Auld Scotia will rise a great glorious example , 

When the trumpet of judgement shall scatter her cloud. 

SONG. 

Tune: jduld Lang Syne. 

Wi' right guid friends , the hallan roun' 

Where Mirth and toddy flaw , 
In winter's night , by ingle bright , 

While angry whirlwinds blaw , 
Hoc sweet to see our bairnhood's days 

Where Fancy paints the scene 
An Memory's glass reflects the rays 

Of Auld Lang Syne* 

« 

The vari top we used to spin 

Seems still to be our ain, 
The kyte we flew spangs into view 

On infant wings again. 
childish joys o' days o' yore ! 

Uoo glamour'd is the time 
When thocht asklent the scenes can glent 

Of Auld Lang Syne. 
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The lass, the pride youthfu' hearts, 

Wha long has dwelt afar , 
May then be seen to rise at e'en' 

As passion's gloaming star : 
The bonnie maid in tartan plaid , 

That ance "was Love's an mine , 
Still treads the braes , as in the days 

Of Auld Lang Syne. 

The yellow broom on a' the knowes , 

The gowans on the lea. 
The heather bloom an guelder rose 

Are cropt again by me , 
Again I view the Lawlan' grove 

Whas form can never tine, 
For there I told the tale o' love 

In Auld Lang Syne. 

Sin earlie hours , my jo , were ours , 

We've spun life's little span, 
Sad Care oppress^ our sorrin breast 

Or Fortune fill'd the ban' ! 
But aye, our ills are soon forgot 

An we maun nae repine , 
While Memory cheers our later years 

Wi Auld Lang Syne 

So fill yer' cup my cantie friend, 

To wake the wearie soul 
An lunt a wee an lilt wi' me 

While Hebe serves the bowl. 
Then let us a' , in merrie song , 

Bid Love an Hope combine 
To mak our age repeat the page 

Of Auld Lang Sync« 



T. F.««D 
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URANIA GLEE. 

Air .• Corft*» harmony for four voices. 

Such beauties docs Flora display , 

When coylie she smile upon mc, 
That Urania learning and gay. 

Is scarcelie mair lovelie that she. 
The petals o' Flora expand , 

Like the citron that blosoms in fruit , 
When she pipes to llic touch of her hand , 

Then Philosophy sings to the lute. 
When her notes , like a voice frae the sky , 

Bring their solace an charm to my ears , 
Care an Sorrow seem wiHing fly 

Before Harmony come frae te Spheres. 
But the lis for Urania blaws 

Her neck is a white as the snow, 
Her cheeks arc as pink as the rose , 

In her e'en the blue violets glow# 
Wi her amber locks drooping sae sweet 

Berenice's can never compare , 
Nor the glow worm that the shines at her feet 

Sae bright as the sparks frae her hair. 
The dasies that bend to her tread 

Shew that Earth to her homage is given , 
And the stars that glint over her head 

Seen to stoop and salute her from Heaveni 

T. F.^^ll 
Nov. 18, 1845. 



^ This if another emblematical long , in allusion to the comparatife 
advantages of Botany and Aitronomy. 
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WARSONG 

OF DERWBNT WATER. 

An: SeoU «eAa ha* wi' Wallaet Ued. 



s 



cots an* liegemen o* the Ring, 
Scots across the Border bring 
A' ye'r arnis , an' shout an' sing 

To death or victory. 
Honour's won , if valour die , 
Glorie mounts aboon the skie , 
Stuart's banner waves on high, 

O'er grave or victory. 

Scots 9 yer foes are on the road , 
Fend the Ian' that Marie trod, 
Murder'd Queen , wha , neath the sod , 

Still ca*s for victory. 
Scots 9 can nae frae dutie flee , 
Virtue's cause can never dee, 
Angels wait for those on hie 

Wha fa' for victory. 

Beat the spiritstirring drum , 

Soun' the tocsin » glemen come , 

Frae Glencoe unto Tyndrum , 

A' ca' for victory. 

Kiltit lads frae Hielan toun ! 

Lawlan' lads maun join ye soon ; 

A' the braes frae Fyfe to Doun 

Are deck'd for victory. 

33. 
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Ilka lass in tartan plaid, 
Forth by soundin' pibroch led, 
Spangs wi' gladsome heels to tread 

The field o' victory. 
On Ben Ledie*s fabled site , 
On Ben Nevis' peerless hight, 
Beacons rest to bren by night 

Proclaimin* victory. 

Vocal reeds by Lugar slow , 
Rip! in* v«raves o' Tweed that flow. 
Winds frae a* the airts that blow 

Noo pipe for victory. 
Larks in air that wake the day, 
Warbling birds on ilka spray , 
Nature*s minstrels, cheer the wav 

That leads to victory. 

Derwentwater leads the van, 
Forster joins the Stuart clan, 
Heaven itself directs the han' 

That fechts for ^victory. 
If \ve re Fortune's victims made , 
Fa' beneath the Sassenach blade. 
The Gude aloft shall croun the shade 
0' Stuart wi* victory. * 

T. F.*^y 



* 'the merit o' this song , carelesly penned in a hasty moment 
merely in its measure; in the second stanza of the air, the subject 
always mounting with the musick. 
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DEAR NANNIE. 

Tomb : whitke an Pll come io ye , my lad. 



come to the heather an kiss me, my lasSf 
come to heather an kiss me , my lass ; 
Between the comrigs , or amang the green grass , 
Aye by hook or by crook I maun catch ye mif lass. 

List , the bird^ in the grove are a' singin' a glee , 
An the laverock sae cheerlie is pipin' on hie, 
A'Nature in concord is ca'in* for ye , 
Sae Nannie come here an be liltin' a wee. 
Sae Nannie come here an be liltin' a wee. 

The haycocks are tannd in the meadow , d'ye see , 
An sweet is the shade o' th^ new blossom'd tree , 
Y'er mither is sleepin* , the door is agee , 
Then hasten dear Nannie an* dally wi me. 
Then hasten dear Nannie an* dally wi me. 

See hoo the kine gambol on yonder green brie 

And the lambies an goat frisk about on the lea 

While Damon wi' Phyllis plays under the tree , 

Sae come an be daffin* , dear Nannie , wi' me , 

Sae come an be daffin' , dear Nannie » wi' me. 

Chorus. 

THE ALTERCATION SONG. 

TuNB : Come mnder my plaidie. 



Come come , said my mither , ye'r thretty an' twa , 
In the lottery o' Cupid a prize ye may draw , 
Sae pit on yer plaidie , come try for a lady , 
I'll order my coach an' we'll gang to the ba', 
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There is bonnie young J^imie, a sweet pick a ninnie 
Her father is rich an* is laird o' the ha\ 
What harm can heside ye, when I sit beside ye, 
To keek at fine ladies a' buskit sae braw. 

Gae wa' wi' y'er ladies, guid mither, gae wa', 
I care nae for lassies wha dance in the ha' , 
My hearty avite contrarie, is bent upon Marie, 
A pair duddie gipsie girl doun by the shaw, 
I care nae for Jeannie , for Sussie , or Nannie 
Tho* as trig an' as fine as a China Maccaw , 
They may'a' be king's dochters wi' jewels for tochers , 
To luve my dear Marie is better than a\ 

What dinna ye baud, then, yer daddie in awe, 
Wad ye bald his auld pow that's noo whiter than snaw , 
Nay laddie come hither an' buss yer auld mither 
Still a green bloomin' widow o' sixty' an twa? 
If ye will bi3rt marrie the lass o' Glengarie 
Yell hae her estates, di'mands housies an a'. 
She is huskit in lilies like daffydowndillies 
An glitters wi' spangies, the gem o' the ha'! 

Aye mither but Marie is pride o' the shaw. 
Dame Nature hersel hae just buskit her braw 
Wi' a neck o'' white posies an cheeks o' red roses 
An' een like the twin stars that twinkle awa : 
Folp puir folk love made is , I carena for ladies : 
Let gowks an' cutmudgeons liunt game in the ha; 
But while I luve Marie , she maun be my dearie 
Her heart is my ain, that is better than a'. 

Sae ril tak my dear dpsie ^ the lass o' the shaw , 
In duds tho' file's clad , she is bonnie an ta' : 
She is cheerfu' rn healthie : an' better than wealthie 
An' dearlie I luve her, what's better than a'. 
Dinna then be contrarie , but bless me wi' Marie, 
Bit an brat an' a bien cot beside o' the shaw. 
An while a wee drappie can mak us baith happie. 
Ye may gang to the De'il wi' y'er gems o' the ha. 
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SONG 

THE gull's the 10 ^ FOE ▲' THAT. 

Can tawdrie braws an gowdies fine 

An' dancing steps an* a' that 
Mak me to onie lass incline, 

Wi' thriftie han' an' a' that: 

An a* that an' a* that. 
Aye meikle mair than a' that 
The Lass . maun hoe wha wad be mine , 
My daintk jo, an a' that. 

They offered me Augusta smart 

Wi' tocher, rank an' a' that 
But jewels canna warm the heart, 

Fine houses, Ian' an' a that. 

An a' that an* a' that^ 
Wi flunkies y fools, an' a that: 
Her worth is but her coin stamp 
On ore alloy'd an' a' that. 

Then Isabella rich an gay , 
Cad waltz an' polk an' a that, 

But 0, my saul was ever wae 
An sair, wi' her, an' a' that. 

An a' that an a that. 
An* muckle mair than a' that: 
Her courtUe gear an braided hair 
Were nae the charm, for a' that. 

But bonnie Marie is the lass, 
Wha gain'd the prize an' a' that; 

Her breath is sweet as tedded grass 
Where roses blaw an' a' that: 

An a' that an' a that 
Baith leal an' fair an' a' that; 
For she hae nae corruptit been 
By pride an' wealth an' a' that. 
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Sae she maun be my hamelie bride, 
To tent my kye an* a' that , 

An' what can riches gie beside 
But care an pain an' a that: 

An' a that arC a' thaty 
Aye she is mair that a that: 
The rank is FoUie's cuckin stule. 
The girl's the jo, for a' that. 

The Gude created man an' wife 
An' brither, bairn an' a' that. 
The Deil, to gaw the happie life, 
Made ladies, dukes an' a' that, 

An' a' that an* a* that , 
An' meikk mair than a' that. 
Made dowfs to bow to titled gouks 
An' knaves to rule an' a' that. 

When Adam gaf to Eve' his ban'. 
There were nae lairds nae a' that. 

An' yet the warl' gaed brawlie on , 
An' men encreasd, an* a' that: 

An' a' that an' a' that. 
An peace prevail'd an' a' that , 
For there tvere then nae tyrants fear'd 
Nar cringing slaves an' a' that. 

Then let us cheer the comin' time 
The gowden age an' a' that , 

When Liberty in ilka clime 
Shall wear her croun an' a' that: 

An' a' that an' a' that 
Shall gruse her foes an' a' that , 
Then Virtue shall alane be rank. 
An' Science power an' a' that! 

Brugge 2J Jany. 1846. T. F.*«II 
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A DRESS TO TUNBRIDGE WEI.LS. 

YirH£RE THE lUTHOUB EECOYBESD FROM AN 1LL1IB8S. 



Ance mair I greet ye Tunbrige Wells, 

LaDg syne ye've happit mine an*me , 
Y'er upstent rocks an grassie dells 

Wi glamour'd een I joy to see! 
Hither I cam sae fu' o* ills, 

I scarcelie kent y'er bonnie braes ^ 
Y^er shadie glens an tinkling rills 

An winding flowerenammel'd ways. 

Aye monie a cautie day, a lad, 

Fye climb'd y'er craigs in search o' plants. 
Y*er bogs an' forests were to Dad 

His first, his last, and dearest haunts, 
Wi' him I've scann'd y*er loftie steeps , 

At morning's dawn or e'enings fa' ; 
But change, that over a' things cre^s, 

Hae swept baith Dad an' plants awa ! 

The yellow gorse yet gilds the muir , 

The purple violet skirts the moun% 
Yon fresh green vallies, as o' yore 

Wi primrose braids are margin'd roun'. 
But youth's rath morning light is shed , 

An' bairnheid's gowden days are gaen, 
An' itka fliskin' chiel is fled ^ 

Wha jimpM sae blythe alang the glen. 

The lark still pipes his hymn on hie. 
The mavis wakes the choral grove, 

But Susie lilts nae mair to me. 

Or grouks o'er Tittie's pranks wi* love I 
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Ae day, before the break o' morn, 
I dander^d out o^er hill an' dale, 

Cfaeer'd by the welhers's bell , an horn , 
While scented blosonie filFd the gale. 

My boosie messins play'd aroun* 

Wi' droukit lugs an social snout , 
My lassie o*er the heather bloom 

Loop'd gailie a' the braes about ; 
O'er the grey muir the niblin* flocks, 

Their snawie fleeces stretoh*d afar : 
We scrambled np the mossclad rocks. 

Free Bishop's Down to auld Rustha 

Anker an' Zampa , still at play , 

Lang chace'd the maukins in the shaws , 
Till vrearie on the grass they lay 

An' wagged their an' lick't their jaws , 
On a snab stane I sat me doun' 

To think upon the aulden lime, 
An cast a gleni the country roun' 

While daintie Morn was stil) in prime* 

Quaint Echo threw her magic spells , 

Wi' mimic accents, on my ears, 
And frae the vale of Tunbridge wells 

Ga'd up the scenes o* earlie years. — 
« Stay Mimie for I here maun rest, 

An' wait a weaviu on the lea , 
When noo ye tread Earth's flowerie breast, 

Ye stamp on hallow'd groun' to me ! 

Twas here that I recower'd life 

That for a while frae me Was taen — 
My sonsie bairn , my bonnie wife , 
An a' that ance mair is my ain ! 
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This air first gaf me Htid' brealh , 
These waters brace'd my mither's womb , 

Perchance those birks wave o'er the wreath 
Thai's doom'd to decorate her tomb ! 

An re , auld Bet , y'er part did bear , 

To salt my pains , my sairs to heal , 
Sae I maun hand ye ever dear , 

Wi' thankru' heart an' lo'e ye weel. 
Fareweel then soother o' my doob , 

Wha kens what fate await my lave? 
The pow'r that lays me in the mooU 

Nay mak yon sandie gowl my graye ! 

Come let ut quit the mountain's height, 

An hameward by the bumie' spang , 
An' unco pack we'll drink , the night , 

Aye e'en auld Posk maun join the thrang. 
Then fringe the bowl wi' olive boughs , 

Ad snood y'er locks wi' pansie flowers , 
That purple luve may skirl y'er brows , 

An peace for ever bless y'er hours ! » 
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Phrenologie au lieu de Cranologie , nom qu^elle n'a jamaia perdu. 

8. Observations on the casual and periodical Influence if the 
Atmosphere in Diseases, etc., 8. London, 1817» 

Get oa?rage ett traduit en allemand et publid A Leipzic par te docteur 
Ludo?ic Gerutti en 1822. 

9* Perennial Calendar and Companion to the Almanac f 

8. London 1824. Prix 20 fr. 
10. Pocket Encyclopaedia for Shepherds Mariniers^ and 

Husbandmen. 12. Nicholls and C. London 1826. 10 fr. 

II. Cercle of the Seasons and Key to the Almanac and 
Calendar; avec un prolegom^ne sur les six saisons de 

Tann^e. 12. Hoolcham et Gomp. London 1828. Prix 10 fr. 

une S"* 6dit intitul^e the Catholic Yearbook. 



12. Somatopsychonologia or Body Life and Mind. 8. Chez 
HuDter. London 1823. 

Dans cet ouYrago Pauteur eipoie, sous le nom de guerre c Pbilostratus,* 
son systdme de Phomme physique et m^iaphysique ; il entreprend la defense 
de M. Laurence contre H. Abernetby« etc. 

13. Original Letters of Locke Shaftebury andJlgeron Sydney^ 
with a metaphysical preface. 11. MichoUs et Son, London 
1830. Prix 10 fr. 

Dans la preface de ce IWre on trou?e une longue rt?ue de lous les systdmea 
de philosophic anciens et modernes, compares ayec la philosophie du 
Chiistianisme , etc. 

14. Memorial of the Essex Election, 8. 1830. 

15. Essay on the Atmospherical Origin of Epidemic Diseases 
by Chelmsford 1130. 

Dans cet ouTrage Pauteur expose son systeme de m^t^orologie et des 
influences atmosph^riques et luuaires sur le corps de Phomme. On troii?e 
k la fin un catalogue des comdtes compardes a?ec les Epidemics, etc. 

16. Essay on the Atmospherical Origin and Treatment of 
Cholera Morbus, by T. ForsterF. R. A. S. 8. Chelmsf, 1831, 

La seconde Edition a €i€ publi^e en 1853. 

17. Aerial and Alpine Voyages, of T. Forster, F. L. S., 
etc.^ Price 3 s« 6 d. 

18. Medecina Simplex, or the Pilgrims Pf'aybook^ being a 
Popular Guide to a Healthy Life and happy Old Age, 
founded on Rules of Diet, simple Medicines, and a knowledge 
of the reciprocal influence of the Mind and Body on each 
othef^ Colchester, 12. 1830. — Sevent abridged editions. 

19. Beobachtungen uber den Einfiufs des Lufldruckes auf 
das Gehor^ nebst Bericht einer Luftshifffahrt , ton dem 
Garten der Dominikaner zy Chelmsford in England, 
Sonnabend den 30. April 1831 , ausgefUhri von Thoma, 
Forstery Mitglted der Universitat Cambridge y der KonigL 
astron. Gesellschafi in London, so der Linn^ 'chen daselbsts 
und der Academie in Pensilvanien , ect. 

20. Recueil de ma Vie ^ Outrages et Pensees par T.Forster, 
F. R» A. et L. 5., etc. Francforl s. M. 1835. Seconde 
Edition. Bruxelles 1836. 

21. Onthophilos, ou les demiers Entretiens d'un Philosophe 
Catholique. 1836* 

Dans cette brochure Pauteur entreprend la defense de la philosophie de 
Pythagore, etc. 



22. Florilegium Poeiica Jspirationis, or Cambridge Nugae 

etc. 1836, 
25. ObservaHone sur rmfiuence des cometes. Par rdponse a 

H. Jrago. Aix-la-Ghapelle 1836, 

24. Cambridge Nugce etc. 1836. seconde Edition, Tunb. 
Welb^ 1842, troisi^e, Bruges , 1845. 

25. Observations sur Vinfluence des cometes, par rdponse a 
M. Jrago. Aix-la-Ghapelle, 1836. Seconde Edition, avec 
planches. Bruges , 1843. Prix 2 fr. 

26 Eulogy of shargs. 1839. 

27. Eulogia di Boecci 1840. 

28. Philozoia or Reflections on the Condition of the Animal 
kingdome with woodcuts Bruxelles 1830. 

29. Eloge des chiens favouris, Brussels 1840. 
80. Pan a pastoral, etc. 1840 

31. Essay an Abnormal affections, etc. Tunbridge Wells, 1842. 

32. Discours pr^leminaire a Ntude de PHistoire Naiurelle. 
Bruges 1843. 

33. Forstef's Flora Tonbrigensis new edition with a Life of 
of the Author, by T. Forster, F. L. S. Tunbrige wdb, 1842. 

S4. Philosaphia Musarum, including Pan, and other Poems 
and notes. Bruges 1842. Harmonid Musarum, 1844« Aho 
new edition. 

35. Saii or Universal Immortality etc^ 

In thk work Ui« authoar has defended, on principles of aonnd reaion 
and analogy, the opinion which be entertains retpectiug the unifenal 
immoiiaUty of Ihe whole Animal Kingdom, and ahvwn iti perfSBct oonpCabi/iCy 
with Christian Doctrine. 

36. H. TXIN IIAIAXIN , AFfirH , or Letters on early education, 
Bruges 1844. 

37. Epistolarium or Fasciculi of Letters , and Essays. 

38. The Piper's fFallet, 12\ Bruges 1846. 

39. Various Calendars and Journals of the Weather. 
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